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Addrefs  to  the  Public. 


THIS  is  not  an  arraignment  from 
the  .Theatre  to  the  World.  I  have 
little  right  to  challenge  the  attention  of 
either.  It  is  the  ftill-born  offspring  of 
an  almoft  hidden  mufe:  a  work  that 
owes  more  to  Nature  that  tempted,  than 
to  Art  that  might  have  polifhed.    • 

Something  is  due  to  labour,  much  to 
obfervation,  but  little  or  nothing  to  the 
lopping  hand  of  critical  .(kill.  This 
may  be  wrong :  as  the  world  judges, 
it  certainly  is  not  right :  but  it  is  out  of 
my  power  to  mend  it.  What  I  obferved, 
made  deep  impreflion ;  .and  this,  in  due 
A  3  time, 
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VI  ADDRESS    TO    THE    PUBLIC* 

time,  has  forced  itfelf  into  the  world. 
This  is  all  the  account  I  am  able  to  give 
of  the  rife  of  this  untutored,  unprotefted 
Bantling;  the  Father  throws  it  upon 
the  world,  and  centers  his  every  hope 
in  the  patronage  of  a  generous  Public, 
who,  he  flatters  himfelf,  will  make  fOme 
allowances  for  unaided  nature* 
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THE       DESIGN. 

TO  convey  a  just  idea  of  the  plan 
I  have  laid  down  to  myfelf  in  thefe 
Plays,  I  fhall  begin  by  an  application  of 
the  celebrated  Santeuil's  Epigraph  on  the 
Italian  Theatre  at  Paris; 

**  Cajitgat  ridendo  mores' 

Infmles  it  mends  the  manners  of  our  age^ 

This  was  my  motive  to  begin^  my 
incitement  to  continue,  and  I  would  fain 
hope  the  reward  of  my  drama  when  ended. 
As  a  lover  of  the  Stage,  I  have,  at  times, 
made  it  my  biifinefs  to  frequent  the  Thea- 
tres ;  but  whether  it  is,  that  nature  has 
given  me  a  falfe  tafte,  or  doomed  me  to  live 
in  a  taftelefs  age,  I  have  experienced  that 
amufement  (which  otherwife  might  have 
been  fo  delightful  to  me)  infipid,  unfervice- 
able,  and  fometimes  almoft  irrational. 

:    A  4  The 
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,  The  poor  pride  of  holding  forth  one^s 
felf  under  the  tinfel  of  High-life,  and  affedt- 
ing  even  to  undervalue  Reafon  for  the  Ton, 
has  fo  prevailed,  that  our  Stage  is  now  gene- 
rally glofTed  over  with  nothing  but  flimfy 
parade — Nature  is  abandoned  ;  even  art  is 
diftorted ;  and  it  feems  as  if  fome  new 
term  fhould  be  introduced  to  exprefs  out 
unnatural  fituation. — -Such  is  the  connection 
between  the  head  and  the  heart,  that  in 
many  circumftances  the  weaknefs  of  the 
heart  gains  to  the  head,  and  in  this  age  we 
have  too  fad  a  proof  of  it  "  We  are 
*'  afhamed  to  follow  the  beaten  track,  and 
^'  appear  as  citizens,"  fays  Lucan,  fpeaking 
of  the  degeneracy  of  the  Romans.  How 
applicable  is  this  to  ourfelves,  when  even 
the  meaneft  Cit  blufhes  at  the  name.;  and 
with  the  Worft-beconiing  vanity,  burfts 
from  his  owti,  and  affeds  eiiipty  grandeur 
in  a  fphere  that  does  not  belong  to  him. 
Our  authors,  particularly  our  Theatrical 
Writers,  meanly  give  way  to  the  torrent, 
and  cherifhing  thefe  follies,  have  turned  our 
Stage  into  a  public  fpduting-houfe,  where 
4  the 
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THE      design;  IX 

the  Dialogues  of  Fontenelle  or  Liician 
would  pafs  upon  the  tafte  of  the  town  as 
well  as  fome  of  our  modern  Comedies. 
This  abufe  claims  the  attention  of  every 
true  lover  of  the  Stage  ;  and  fmce  no  emi- 
nent Writer  dares  to  aflert  the  Rights  of 
Tajfte,  and  bring  back  the  ufeful,  the  ge- 
nuine old  Comic  ftrain :  inferior  geniufes, 
as  having  lefs  to  rifque,  muft  fet  the  exam- 
ple, and  fome  more  capable  may  be  bold 
enough  to  follow  it. 

Moliere  is  allowed,  all  the  world  over,  to 
be  the  parent  of  real  Comedy.  In  an  age 
that  equalled,  if  not  furpaffed  the  golden 
sera  of  Auguftus,  both  in  arts  and  arms, 
he  was  looked  upon  as  a  prodigy;  and  every 
line  that  flowed  from  his  pen  was ;  received 
with  univerfal  applaufe,  the  applaufe  of 
genius  and  of  tafte,  which  rendered  him 
the  delight  of  the  learned  world,  and  the 
darling  of  the  great.  How  did  Moliere 
attain  to  this  pitch  of  literary  reputation  ? 
Was  it  by 'being  ambitious  to  beautify  his 
drama  with  the  refined  arid  ever  various 

modi? 
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modifications  of  the  modes  of  the  Great  ? 
Was  it  by  ftriving  to  catch  their  applaufe 
ia  their  own  drawling  far-fetched  dialogue  ? 
Was  it  by  the  genteel  contempt  of  nature 
in  homely  attire,  and  the  love  of  art,  forced 
into  unnatural  garb  ? — ^To  ftep  into  the 
Temple  of  Fame,  Moliere  did  not  make 
one  ftep  out  of  the  natural  world  j  and 
while  our  hearts  feel  the  power  of  his 
genius,  we  ftill  find  him  as  a  joyful  com- 
panion befide  us,  on  the  tradts  of  huma- 
nity, not  foaring  into  the  ideal  flights  or 
the  random  regions  of  Fancy.r— Thus  Mo- 
liere excelled  !  **  We  mu/l  /peak  like  all  the 
" peopky'  fays  Arijiotle^  "  but  think  like  few 
"  of  them?''  This  is  thfe  charafter  of  Moliere, 
sind  the  dr^imatic  talk  every  dramatic  author 
ought  to  fet  himfelf.  The  real  man  of 
fenfe  never  wanders  from  the  fphere  of 
common  fenfe,  becaufe  nobody  can  claim 
wifdom  to  himfelf  alone :  Wifdom  is  the 
daughter  of  Reafon,  and  Reafon  is  the  gift 
of  Heaven  to  all  mankind,  frequently 
found  lefs  obfcure  in  the  fimple  and  low, 
than  in  the  high  and  afte^ed  feezes  of  life. 

To 
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To  adumberate  then  a  real  pidure  of 
human  nature,  human  nature  muft  be  our 
ftudy ;  Ve  muft  dive  into  every  recefs  of 
every  heart,  and. neither  vainly  attaching 
ourfelves  to  the  gilded  iide  of  humanity, 
nor  meanly  immerging  into  its  bafenefs,' 
ftrike  out  thofe  lines  which  popular  experi- 
ence fliews  us  to  be  the  more  entertaining 
and  ferviceable.  If  you  are  more  inclined 
to  one  fide  than  the  other,  let  it  be  to  that 
of  the  great  number,  for  the  great  mafters 
of  the  art  have  bent  that  way;  for  this 
fole  reafon,  ridicule  alone  will  mend  the 
follies  of  the  great  j  whereas,  human  nature 
painted  well,  and  thoughts  big  with  com-^ 
mon  fenfe,  always  have  the  beft  e£fe£fc  on 
the  multitude. 

I  am  well  aware  of  the  objedion  that 
ftarts  up  here — Sinking  Comedy  to  low 
life,  is  demeaning  every  rich,  noble  fen- 
timent  that  might  fill  that  lively  amufement. 
To  ungeneroufly  fink  the  charafler  of  low 
life  into  meannefies  it  is  not  guilty  of,  is 
demeaning  every  noble  featiment  of  the 

heart ; 
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heart:  but  to  delineate  thofe  charaders  iii 
their  own  natural '  colours,  is  fo  far  front 
doing  injuftice  to  Comedy,  that /it  •  never 
iooks  niOre  natural  than  when  it  quits  the 
affeded  rouge  of  fortune  to  aflume  the 
honeft,  open  glow  of  nature  in  its  untainted 
ftate.  The  errors  and  follies  of  high  life 
excite  our  indignation;  biit  the  nature  of 
Comedy  is  to  laugh  away  'thofe  follies  by  the 
force  oi  ridicule^  and  ridicule  is  never  fo  hap- 
pily brought  in  as  when  there  is  a  contraft 
made  of  the  grot^fque  and  brilliant  fides  of 
nature.-r-It  may  be  '  obferved  that  the 
greateft  painters,  when  they  undertook  a 
fcene  of  real  ridicule  (by  .ridicule  I  here 
mean  that  glee  that  follows  reprefentation), 
ever  attached  themfelves  to  the  common 
fcenes  of  life. 

With  odd  di/iortions  and  quaint  forms ^ 
^he  exhilarated  c^nvafs  feems  to  laughs 

Having  then  endeavoured  to  join  the  ujeful 
to  the  agreeable  in  this  production,  and  only 
array  truth,  that  it  might  the  more  eafily  find 

its 
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its  way  to  the  heart ;  I  have  fuperfeded 
all  modern  prejudices,  and  will  own,  that 
I  have  ftepped  through  almoft  every  condi- 
tion to  arrive  at  that  inexpreffible  fomething 
which  pleafes  *  reafon  in  every  age,  and 
gains  the  heart,  if  not  totally  loft  in  the 
chaos  of  paffions.  High  fentiments  I  have 
found  in  tUe.  loweft  ranks,  while  I  have 
feen  the  higheft  degraded  with  the  meaneft. 

How  far  an  obfcure  pen  may  have  gone 
towards  winning  a  look  of  approbation: 
from  the  lovers  of  nature,  it  were  pre- 
fumptipn  in  me  to  decide :  one  thing  only 
can  I  determine,  and  that  is  my  own 
weaknefs ;  for  throughout  the  whole  of 
this  pikxlu£Hon,  expreffion  has  very  imper- 
fe<3:ly  conveyed  what  I  felt : — I  was  con- 
fcious  of  poffeffing  the  picture  in  my  eye, 
but  I  fhould  not  blufh  to  own,  that  I 
found  the  difficulty  in  mixing  the  colours. 
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That  all  our  judgment  and  our  wit 
To  lies  and  nonfenfe  we  fubmit  ? 

Sir  J.  Denhaow 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


DKAMAT:  IS    P  ERSO  NjE. 


MEN. 

TYPt:,     Printer. 

REVISE,    Editor. 

PURSE,     Country  Squire. 

BILLY,     A  Poet,  his  Son. 

TIMEWELL,     Proprietor,  a  diftant  Relation  of  the  Squire'f* 

MAD    AUTHOR. 

SIR  TIMOTHY  SILE  NT,    Member  of  Parliament. 

LORD   PUFF  WELL,     An  Author. 

GENERAL    BLUNDER,     Member  of  Parliament. 

CAPTAIN   TYPE,     Coxcomb,  Printer's  Son.  ' 

DOUBLEFEE,     Lawyer  and  Treafurer  of  the  Paper. 

SCANDALPROOF,    News-Monger. 


WOMEN. 

FANNY,     Daughter  of  'Squire  Purfe. 
LUCY,     Her  Maid. 

Proprietors  of  the  Paper,  Paragraph  Mongers  and  Servants. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


NEWS   THE    MALADY- 


A     C    X      I. 

SCENE    I.    Room  in  the  Printer's  Hou/e. 
Enter  Type  and   Revise. 

Type, 

WELL,  Revife,  let's  have  courage;  now 
is  ow  time  to  make  a  bold  pufli.— All  the 
proprietors,  I  find,  will  be  at  the  committee  this 
evenings  TU  throw  a  bait  in  their  way,  which, 
if  I  am  not  miftaken,  they'll  fwallow  without 
making  a  wry  face.  The  clerk  tells  me,  the 
paper  has  decreafed  in  fale  this  week.  A  great 
falling  off ! 

Revise.  I  apprehend  fo;  but  you  muft 
fwear  to. the  contrary,  and  V\\  fupport  you. — 
Upon  my  honour  I  muft  have  mpney,  or  fink 
the  paper  at  once.— Why  damn  it,  my  perfon 
i£  in  danger;  I  can't  move  out  of  my  chambers, 
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fcul  i^rti  durin*d  and  infulted  by  thofe  raft 
cally  paragraph- mongers,  and  cffay-writcrs.— 
Money  I  murf  have* 

Type.  Wky,  Friend  kevifc,  tcli  the'm  as  I 
do,  when  they  grow  infolent,  that  you'll  infert 
no  niore  of  their  compafitions  >  that  their  in- 
l^liigence  is  falfe,  and  badly  drawn  up,  and 
that  youll  get  it  through  a  better  channel.— 
That  will  foon  filencepyour  Gartfctteers.  Now, 
Revife,  I  have  juft  hit  upon  a  plan  ripe  for 
execution— ^htar  irt6 :  if  the  praprielofe  ivili 
advance  one  thoufand  pounds  more— O  damn 
yaur  news-mongers,  out  With  them.— ^ 

JIevise.  It  won't  do ;  'tis  morally  impoffible : 
wc  cannot  ga  an  ^  day,  with  any  degree  of 
cVedit,  if  we  difchirge  thefe  fcribbliflg  riftalS^ 
—This  admitted.  Type,  %fe  ftittft  tat  all 
events  continue  the  debate-wHtte-s,  ahd  ttan^ 
htors  of  Ibrieign  gizettes. 

Tvi'k.  Poh,  poh,  ftuff,  Ihi^:— If  we  ink 
perfuade  the  proprietdi^,  get  th«m  in  a  gtelic* 
rous  mood,  ktls  folfow^  the  xM  track*- 
h^e  recourfe  to  magazines  and  old  ntwa 
papers:  clipping  aftd  coining  is  no  felony  in 
our  branch  5  maf<^ileradcs  and  made  difiies  are 
in  fafcion;  ai?id  why  t%c  devil,  Revife^  ejr, 
can*t  you  and  I  commence  cocdcs  N-^Never  fear, 
well  foit  the  palates  of  tie  public,  by  our 

fwecti. 
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fwccts,  pr  our  fours.  As  for  the  debate- 
writers,  and  the  tfanflators  of  foreign  gazettes, 
Vhy  we'll  have  the  earlieft  morning  papers, 
^nd  with  a  polite  preface  addrefs*d  to  the  public 
— ^'  the  late  hour  of  the  night  prevented  pur*'— 
and  fo  on-—"  but  we  have  given  our  readers  a 
hafty  (ketch  of  the  very  important  debate  of 
yefterclay" — and  fo  on»  This  at  once  will  pcr- 
fuade  the  public,  that  we  are  fo  cprreft,  that 
four  in  the  evening  will  be  no  grievance  at  all> 
when  they  may  rely  upon  us  for  truth,  ey,  Revifc, 

cy  ? ^And  the  members  may  make  their  own 

alterations^  that  is,  as  the  golden  unftion  f^ands 

in    quantity.- Then— why   then    we    (hare 

equally  the  profits*-— Mum  !*— — 

Revise.  Egad  I  admire  the  plan— full  of 
matter*  But  what  will  the  proprietors  fay, 
when  they  fee  the  paper  decline  in  fale  ?  For  it 
never  can  be  eftablifhed,  though  it  may  anfwer 
our  purpofe. 

TvPEv    To  be  fure,  to  be  fure.- ^Why 

then  111  fay,  and  fo  muft  youj  the  fooner 
the  better  there^s  a  ftop  put  to  it.  But  let  us 
have  the  money  firft,  the  money,  ey,  ey.  Re- 
Vife^ 

Revise.     An  excellent  thought  that,  per- 

fcftly  right  J  let*s  aft  cautioufly :  I'll  go  (going) 

and    get    the    ftamps ;      you'll   get    yourfclf 
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prepared  for  the  committee  -,  and  I'll  give  you 
the  meeting. 

Type.  With  all  my  heart,  now— let's  be 
cautious;  thefe  Cockneys  are  devilifti  avaricious, 
devilifh  cunning — all  for  profit. 

Enter    Printer's    Devil. 

Dev.  Two  gentlemen  from  the  country 
wapt  to  fpeak  to  you. 

Type.     Shew  them  in :  O  here  they  come, 

without  being  ulhered.    (puts  bis  band  to  bis 

beady  finding  his  cap)  The  devil,  no  wig  on  \  ftop 

them,  ftop  them,  and  fhew  them  in  to  the  beft 

apartment,  but  let  us  get  in  before  them. 

'   (Exeunt,) 


SCENE    II.       A  mean   Apartment. 

Revise^  ^»^   Type.       (Type  with  wig  on,) 
Type.  '  Two  ruftics  I  fee. 

.Enter  FuKsz'and  Billy. 

Tv^PE.  Your  moft  obedient:  what  may  your 
•bufinefs  be.  Gentlemen  ? 

PuR«.    Beant  you,  Siri  Mr.  Printer. 

Type. 
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Type.  Yes,  Sir,  I  am  the  printer,  and  that- 
gentleman  there  is  the  editor,  (pointing  to 
Revije.) 

Billy.  Ods  Brandykins,  Sirs,  you  have  as 
many  fteps  to  your  houfe,  as  wee  a  have  to.the 
church-bells  (rubbing  his  foins) ;  yeer  ftairs  be 
mortal  dark;  I,  I  fancy  yew  muft  have  a  power 
of  bats  here:  do  yee.never  hunt'um?  (Revife  and 
Purfe  flaring.) 

Type.     Bats,  Sir! 

Purse.  Why  look  yew.  Sirs,  I  wanted  to 
fettle  my  fon  Billy,  there  ftands  the  lad,  a  man 
of  Kent  (hold  thoy  head  up,  doan't  be  fcar*d)  ; 
and  I  wanted  fvich  a  pleeace  as  your'n  for  un. 
He  has  a  mortal  greeat  gift  in  wroiting,  a  great 
wit,  and  a  pawerful  ffrong  memory  furely. — -rr 
Why,  Sir,  Mr.  Printer,  when  he  goes  to  church, 
you  mujii  know,  he  can  /eepeat  the  fearmoo 
word  for  word  when  he  comes  whoam,  and  the 
neighbours  do  call  un  a  witch  and  conjurer, 
and  the  like  o'  that;  and  I  fancy  yew  may 
make  un  very  handy  for  your  bufinefs.- 

Revise.  He  really  feems  an  extraordinary 
produdion,  butwchave  no.  call  for  genius  at 
prefent.  ^       .      . 

Purse.     Gentlemen,  tack  the  lad  on  tryal  a 

year,  I  lhan*t  a  haggle  wee  yew  for  a  hundred, 

.for  I  am  a  tould  that  yeer  bufinefs  is  deeadly 

B3  pro- 
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profitkbte,  and  mayhap  he  may  fet  op  For 
himfelf  fun. — O  ^ew  will  be  tranlpc)rted  wtc 
his  wroiting ;.  for  yew  muft  know  he  can  makt 
Aymes,  and  vecrfes,  cpy-drams,  boMce-^Hode'Sy'ac^ 
'icrdc^fticsytli^bs  on  the  deead,fongs,  love-letters, 
^cechcis  for  players,  prolqes  atid  epilOes-^ay, 
and  wroit  the  Lord's  prayer  in  tlie  coiinpa^B  of 
fe)5fpenee.-^Can -t  yew.  Bill  ? 

Billy.  Eefe,  father,  and,  vvlantHtSy  tind 
efintafs  for  toamb-ftones>  and  Wroite  the  belief 
Sn  a  half-crown-piece. 

Type,  {nodding  to  Revije)  Wc  Ihall  make 
fcimcthing  of  thofe  curiofities.  {afide.)  ife 
really.  Sir,  feems  a  wonderftii  produ^dn  of 
hature.— Pray,  young  gentleman,  harveyoti  anjr 
t>f  your  works  about  you  ? 

©itLy.  O  cefe,  Sir,  a  pd^er ;  dois^nt  ycfW 
mean  my  wroit ings,  when  yew  -faid  worfcs? 
{takes  otftpapersi) 

PiTRSE.  You  do  fee.  Gentlemen,  he*i$  la^ 
Iheearp  as  a  pitchfork, '  and  a  nfiortal  -ftibng 
heead,  or  it  muft  have  been  toarn  '^o  'fliiver« 
before  neaw. — ;*Tiswondeiful  to  tell,  the  ijui^- 
ries  of  paper  he  has  a  filled  up. 

Type.  Pray,  Sir,  where  did  matter  Billy 
«udy  ? 

Baxy.    Study  !-~^Study  I  (ft ares.) 

Tyrs. 
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Tvpe/  lypvniog.— —WIjp  taught  Jjijm  ? 
(ajide)  Such  a  brace  of  bool)ips  I 

»ii;Ly.  QhJ  Why  wdcf  Nick  Scribble, 
jtljue  ?xne^  cjerk  ^  wMp  <Jo  jQu  thi^k  ?  n  very 
;:lg4ycr  ipe^fter^  but  I  fpep  QVt-did  un,  ^nd  dii^ 
nit  to  puwie  yj),  be !  he  J  he !  J  ^^a?  a;blc  to 
do  a  fyrp  pf  .jpiA<%9res  in  multipliiatipn,  be- 
fore I  wa?  a  fi^teen^  and  Jcarn't  the  tabk  by 
heart  before  I  was  fourteen  years  of  ^ge, — th^ 
I  cud. 

Pui^sE.  So  thou  cQuldft,— the  Ijyi  is  right, 
I  fwear  to  yew.  Gentlemen* 

Dev^c..  TJie  ccfoes  are  all  fet,  butt  We  are 
Dbree  cphmmsde&cieQt»{Pilfy/e^mj/rigbuJ.J 

fiiEViSE.  Th^  detvil  idiei-c  are;  here,  here, 
{takes  a  migazipe  jout  of  ids  pockety  and  tears 
Uofoes  out — Devil  going)  hold,  hold,  if  that's  not 
copy  enough,  kill  half  a  dozen  Lords ;  create  as 
mMY  'Squire^,  tp  keep  np  the  number  i  marry 
fomc  half  dozen  couples,  and  cqnye;*  a  few  Jews 
into^Jbriftians:  (hpuld  thMprQve  (Je/icient,  throw 
3fi  fomc  dliels  ip  a  lively,  pretty  manner ;  and 
tOrBfiQi9*Pw  the  iipFhple  m^y  be  contradifted, 
fllrfttchwill  help  out,  ' 

B  4  D^iii. 
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Devil.  A  few  divorces  and  elopements 
wou'd  not  be  amifs. 

Revise.  Well  obferved,  (Devil going)  hold, 
you  have  only  to  alter  the  names,  they  are 
ready  drawn  up.(Exit  Dvil  hwing.jW cW,  mafter 
Billy,  if  you  choofe  to  fee  yourfelf  in  print, 
why,  now  is  your  time— what  have  ybu  got  ? 

Purse.  Now,  Bill,  is  yeer  toime,  fhew  thy 
ftrcngth,  lad. 

BiLLv.  Eefe,  eefc,  (takes  out  a  prologue  and 
gives  it  Revife)  here  be. a  proloe  to  fpeeake 
upon  occafions.  *         r 

Revise,  (after  having  read  the  prologue  to 
bimfelf.)  Aftonifhing  young  fellow  !  wonder- 
ful !  furprifihg !  quite  an  original ! — Pray,  mafter 
Billy,  let  me  have  it,-  and  you  fliall  fee  yourfelf 
in  print. 

Billy.  He!  he!  he!  in 'prints  Mr.  Printer  ? 
what,  advertifed  ?  that  be  nice;  but  han't  I  bet- 
ter put  my  name  to  it,  before  it  goaes  to  the 
poft? 

.     Purse.     No,  Billy,  you  young  rogue,— hey, 
Mr.  Printer,  hew  waggifli. 

Type.  Ay,  and  wittilh  too,  exaftly  cut  out 
for  a  fecretary  of  ftate,  the  very  thing  for  a 
member  of  parliament,  as  pliable  as  a  twig.— ^ 
Pray,  mafter  Billy,  have  you  any  brothers  and 
fiftcrsJ— 

5  Billy. 
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Billy.  *  Noa,  no^,  Mr.  Printer,  hobrothers, 
but  one  fitter,  (takes  out  a  paper Jh^ttftit  be,. 
in  White  Chapel  Roads^  he!  he  I  he 4— Now 
for  um.  (reads.) 

^^  Juft  twenty-Rve  is  fitter  Fan, 
"  Her  lips  and  cheeks  like  claret  j 

^'  Her  hair  as  long  as  hpp*poleSj 
'*  And  red  as  any  carrot. 

*'  Five  thoufand  pounds  has  Fan  in  portion, 

**  And  wdnts  a  coach  to  give  her  motion.'* 

Revise,  Very  well,  better  and  betfer.  (afide.) 
Five  thoufaind  pounds !  I  fancy,*  Mr,  Purfe,  he 
had  his  education  frdna  the  vicar,  and  not  his 
clerk. 

Billy.  May  I  be  whipt  then,  afk  father 
elfe. 

Purse.  The  lad  fpeaks  true,  'tis  all  his  .<wn 
ingenus.  ... 

Type-  Well,  Mr.  Purfe,  and  the  young 
'fquire,  if  you'll  do  me  the  honor  to  take  a  dinner 
with  me,  you'll  make  me  happy ;  and  bring 
your  daughter  with  you i  Mi's.. ;Type -will  be 
kind  to  her  i  and  J  have  a  fon  in  the  guardsi 
a  brave  young  n^an,  a  gallant  o^icer,  who  has 
been  in  America  fighting  for  his  country,  anii 
is  now  waiting  to  be  promoted :    and  if  the 

young 
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young  fo&i$  like' rath  odfter^  Mrby^.^ms  me 
ytHir  iiaod^  we  flaaU  be  be^t^  a^qtmtf9i:ed# 

iBfuy.  Faifier^  fatbcTj  Uf^  baAc  wd  Wiqc 
Fan.  ^         , 

Purse.  Neov^  this  be  koiod  of  yew;  rjLl 
accept  your  koind  offer  -,  mortal  ciyil,  fgr^y : 
my  daughter  is  hard  by.  Come,  BUI :  vcU 
gentlemen,  well  tolk  this  matters  over  un  by  : 
we  will  after  ye^  yew  do  know  the  road  bcft. 

(E^eunt.J 

AvTHOR^  Holo,  printers^  fiev^e,  editnrs^ 
hdl  amd  furies,  ndbody  at  home,  raictfl8>  fcowi* 
drels  attend  W 

Enter  Devil   in  a  fright. 

©ETiL.     Sir!  «ir1  Sir!  Sir!  Sir!  Sir? 
Author.   Whence  came  you,  rafcal  ? — I  am 
more  than  Sir. 

Enttr  TyI^5  -in  ^  bitny^ 
Type.    What's  the  matttor  ?  ^h*t^  do  yo» 
want.  Sir  ?  who  are  you  ? 

Avthor.  What  doll  want.  Sir  I— wy  o<iun* 
try  fe^to  Tights,  vA%iC\i  is  out  at  the  ^Ibows.i^ 
Did  you  afk  who  I  an\.  Sir  ?— -irhy.  Sir,  3 '  am 
Junius,  F^bricius,  Brutus,  Probus,  Catiline, 

and 
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mA  dcf^  the  father  of  Mf  covatiy.~rMf 
children  bleed^  and  l^  Sk^  AaD  ftienl  their 
woimdB ;  tmt  yoo,  Sir^  yes  yxf^  Sk>  prevent  me. 
Wily  wfts  not  nsy  laKt  effay  infertedm  this  <ky^ 
paper? 

Tv«4.  Ftaty,  good  Sk*^  dobb  calm*;  i  <}Dn'c 
tindeHland  ycna, 

AuTtHOJt.  fie  xralm.  Sir !  is  this  a  time  to  be 
Cflilm^  "wheiA  'itny  oMldren  .ave  breAhii^  tiusk 
iaft ;  affid  the  pc^e,  yes,  Sic»  the  pope>  is  <oai  iiis 
paflage  co  kiy  'his  crofs  dn  tuy  coantny  v?  Is  4k% 
4  cime  cb^be^fitent^Sh-?  What<do)I  nrean,  Sir! 
l^hy  tlifc  Effay  of  Prutus  !  Brutus  d  .Bratdsl 

TiP4»«.  i  rddlynpver  fewiti  ^befides,Sir, 
Wedbti'^t  payfeir  any  now j  t^Iha^^them:|ent4tt 
gratis,  and  fometmicB  with  pKafipiiuniB* 

Author.  The  devil  |  nofpay.  Sir!  ^y©u  are 
labfiOv^c  iifty  in  arrears,  -^tid  not  pay  I  PU  call  all 
the  Miltonian  hell-hounds  to  your  houfe,  and 
reduce  you  and  .your  .garrets  like  a  cloud  of 
Arabian  fands  that  driyes  before  the  temped ! 
What,  not  in  debt  to  Junius,  Fabricius,  Brutus, 
Tfdbus,  Catiline,  and  Cicero  ? 
*  Type.  Th'ank'God,'Sir,  we^re  not  in  debt 
to  fo  many.  I  affure  yoUj^  Sir,  we  never  had  any 
of  your  writings.    . 

AuTBOft,.    ;Np,  Sif !  rnotirhjr  writiii^  !t«that 
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give  me  the  lye  dire£t !  are  you  not  the  printer 
of  the  Public  Advertifer  ?  * 

Type.  ^J^fo,  Sir,  I  am  not;  I  go  with  the 
Arongcft,  and  fupport  what  I  think  right ;  I  am. 
Sir,  on  die  fide  of  government. 
i  Author.  What !  a  printer  turned  crabj  to 
go  on  one  fide  ! — Why,  rafcal,  you  don't  under- 
ftandyour  bufinefs.  I,  Sir,  go  on  all  fides,  ebb 
and  flow  like  the  tide,  go  with  the  tbrrcrit, 
againft  it ;  for  peace  one  day,  and  war  the  next: 
'{looks  at  bis  elbows)  the  devil,  what  out  at  the 
elbows  too !  O  damn  it,  away,  away  to  the  Pub-  , 
lie  Advertifer.  (Exit.) 

Type.  Of  all  the  authors  I  ever  had  any 
dealing$  widi,  this-  Ts  the  madded.  What  a 
heated  imagination  !  Well,  I  muft  away  to  the 
committee.     Now  for  a  bold  pufli.. 

(Exit^  Devil  following.) 


SCENE  III-     ¥A\ivy /eated  at  a  table,  with 
a  tambour  frame,  at  work. 

Enter    Servant. 

Servant.     Mifs,  a.  gentleman  wants. to  fee 
your  father,  upon  fomc  bufinefs,  he  fays. 

Fanny. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


A     C  O  M  E  D  y,  15 

Fanny.  A  gentleman !  what  bufinefs  can 
he  have  with  my  father :  fhew  him  in,  Lucy. 
(exif  Lucy.)  I  cannot  conceive  who  it  can  be; 
or  what  he  can  want  with  him. — I  fuppofe  fomc 
neighbour  from  the  country.. 

Enter  Timewell. 

TiMEWELL.  I  beg  pardon,  Madam.— I  have 
ibmething  to  fay  to  Mr.  Purfe :  is  he  at  homCj 
pray  Ma'am  ?  (afide.)  Charming  woman. ! 

Fanny.  No,  Sir,  he  is  not;  have  you  any 
thing  particulars  may  I  communicate  it  to  him? 

Timewell.  I  wou'd  not  give  you  that 
trouble.  Madam ;  I  only  Wanted  to  pay  my 
refpcfts  to  him, — an  acknowledgment  for  paft 

favours.-^ I'll  take  another  opportunity:  your 

mod  obedient,  (ajidty  as  be  goes  out)  Who  can 
ihe  be  ?  her  modeft,  unaffeded  air  has  gone  to 
my  heart.  (Exit.) 

Fanny.  -  Who  can  this  be  ?  I  never  knew 
my  father  thus  bountiful  before,  unlefs  it  was 
to  Timewell,  a  diftant  relation,  that  he  recom- 
mended to  the  Eaft  Indies.  He  feems  to  hayc 
^  pretty  modcft  air,  much  of  a  gentleman : 
Lord,  how  ftupid  it  was  of  me  not  to  alk  him 
to  leave  his  name.  Heigh  ho !  a  handfome 
man  !  and  by  his  manner  fenfible.  I  feel  very 
comical  ■;  'but  perhaps  he  has  left  his  name  with 

the 
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the  fcHTvani;  j  I  am  anjiipus  to  know  ?  (g^ng) 
laicyj  heTe>  I:4XJcy*  (meeting  her  fathr,) 

EnUr  Purse  and  Billy^ 

Purse •  Come,  yew  pretty  rofe,  yvm  ^ear 
Fan>  I  have  a  fettled  yoiir  brother  Billy  :  he 
.  will  foan  make  the  world  know  who  the  fa- 
mily of  the  Furies  he  !  Though  Fan,  you  did 
xit  to  ehide  un>  about  his  fcribbling  gnd  non« 
fenfe;  ey.  Fin  I  Mr.  Type,  the  printier,  is  « 
llK)r^l  foin  flftan  ferely.  He  will  fooa  make 
him  a  fetretary  for  ftates,  or  primp  minx^^f, 
naay  hup;  he's  n^coo  old  to  learn  thf  biifiwfs. 

j^if^i^T.  Eefe,  Fan,  fccretgry,  fo  h«  wouU  hgng 
I,  if  tja^y  |h;9lK  ^  kjWQW  wjho  Biljiy  Furfc  fe^^ 

FAfwiTi.  For  he^^eo'i^  feke.  Sir,  what  is  aU 
t^^  y^w  ti»v<?  bje^  «ljing  mc  I  JSure  you  have 
wt  j>et:n  with  0vy  brother  to  .a  prkter,  to  expofe 
Ills  ig^<»rance,  and  your  own  inexperiejace* 

.Bn-i-y^  IgrtQr:*nf:e!! ,  )my^  i^cr^'^s  for  you,— 
Jmpijid^nce..^— Fafh^,  fp«^  f^v  L 

Purse*  Q  Fw  i  O  Fw  i ;  why,  you  Ijtti? 
vixen,  he  Jjas  abepi  ex^isiined  before  Mr.  Typ?i 
aud  Mr.  Bevife,  and,  and  his  pottery  ijs  tp  bp 
put  in  the  new^-papcr* 

Fanny.  I  fuppofe,  Sir,  you  have  been  vith 
fome^  fharpers,  who  have  impofed  upon  your 
qrq^ulity,  and  4attercd  you  widi  my  brother'^ 

nonfenfe# 
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noh(bnf^«  Good  heavens!  I  kope^  Sir^  you  have 
not  been  fooling  away  your  money. 

Purse.  Fooling  away  my  money !  cy.  Fan ! 
let  old  Purfc  alone  for  tKe  matter  of  that.  Bc- 
fides>  I  have  a  taken  myfelf  fix  iheeares  in  the 
Aews-paper,  at  fifty- pounds  a  lhcearc>  and  Mr* 
Type,  a  mortal  feaund  fenfible  man,  tells  ma,  I 
may  in  three  years  fell  um  out,  for  four  hundred 
pounds  a  (heeare :  ey.  Fan,  what  do  yew  think 
of  yewr  father  neaw  ?  And,  and,  have  given 
three  hundred  pounds  for  Bill  to  leara  the  p'in- 
te^'ts  art,  ey.  Fan. 

BiLLv.    Ay,  three  hundiftd  pounds  for  I. 

FvAK^y.    H<^  yotir  roftgtre,  you  great  looby. 

l^LLV.     t^ott,  fifter  FasH  is  a  g^at  booby. 

Purse.  Wellfaid,  Bill;  thereFan,  you  can't 
fay  aurord  but  he  rhymes  it ;  «ry,  ay,  it  w^  born 
wee  un. 

*     FjofUtr.    Fwlicaven's  fake.  Sir,  leH  mei 
ymi  fci^ly  have  not  paid  the  money  i 

PunsoE.    N'oa,  noa,  not  yet,  but  I  fliaW  tin  by^ 

Fanny.  Thank  heaven  you  hav«  not!  O 
S^r^  for  your  HiMk  fake,  and  the  credit  of  your 
family,  leave  this  places  return  home;  there's 
i^n  here  :  thefe  i^eopk  will  over  reach,  and— 

i^inute.     O  P^n !  O  Fan  !  we  can't  put  old 
heads  -upon  y^ung  fhoulders^  noa^  noa;  ey, 
tover  reach,  cy,  lad. 
.    f.    -  BiLLy< 
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Billy.  Qver-rcachj  ccfe  father,  I  can  over- 
rccach  eight  foot  and  a  quarter.  (ftretcbeS 
Umfdfout.) 

Fanny,    You  are  Unbearable. 

Purse.  Doant  fnub  your  brother,  yew 
pcert  pufs.— Well,  Mifs,  yew  muft  prepare ;  I 
have  a  nncadc  a  match  for  yew  too,  to  be  mar-^ 
ried  to  Captain  Type,  a  fon  to  Mr.  Type,  the 
printer  \  and  you  Ihall  be  married  to  un,  before 
I  do  leeave  the  Teawn. 

Fanny.  Marry,  Sir  !  When  I  marry,  it  (hall 
be  my  own  choice.  Nature  .tells  us  to  obey, 
but  reafon  tells  us  when. 

Purse.  I  can  make  fpeeches  as  well  as  yew, 
Mifs  Prate-apace:  but.  ygu  Ihall  be  iparriedto 
jhe  Captain. 

Billy..  Ay,  you  IhaU,  Mifs,  for  I  call'd  uA 
brother. 

Purse.  And  I  ion.  Bill.  Come,  Mifr,  you 
muft  melt  to  your  father:  ntK)ind  Fan,  I  woant 
own  you  elfe,  y^w  (hall  fhift  for  y^werfclf ;  not 
a  penny,  moind  that^  Fan.  '     - 

Billy.  Thank  you,  f^her,  and  I  ihall  have 
all :   O  that  be  nice. 

.  Fanny.     Unfeeling  creature  I  what.  to.  do, 

I  know  not;  I  mtft  not  leay€  them,  left  they 

Jbe  ruined  5  I  muft  fee  into  this  myftery.  (qfide.) 

(^0  her  father.)     Oh,  Sir !  add  not  parental 

.  .  tyranny 
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tyranny  to  imprudence.  RecoUeftj  I  haye  a  for- 
tune independent  of  you ;  but  that  (hall  not  make 
me  the  lefs  dutiful  to  a  Father,  tho*  he  ufurps  an 
authority,  that  neither  the  laws  of  God,  nor 
of  my  country  juftify:  however,  as  yop 
have  appointed  this  captain  to  vifit  me,  fooncr 
than  you  Ihall  forfeit  your  word,  TU  fuffcr  that 
mortification,— Sir,  I  follow  you. 

Purse.  Well,  well,  good  girl,  be  civil  to 
the  captain,  melt  to  un,  be  melting. 

B I  iLY .    Ecfe  father,  and  I  lon§  to  be  eating* 


The  End  of  the  First  Act. 
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SCElNE  I.  CothmUteeRoom'tn  the  Prin- 
ter's Houfe^  Editor  in  the  Chair.  A  ^able 
covered  with  Tapers.  ,  ^e  Proprietors  feat  ed. 
Revi/e  gets  up  in  his  place.  The  Proprietors 
take  Notes. 

Revise. 

I  get  up,  yes  Gentlemen,  to  offer  my  weak 
fentiments   impartially  upon  the  prefent 
pofture  of  our  papers    did  I  fay  pofturc  ?— 
Yes,  I  did  indeed :  nay  more,  this  is  a  period, 
nay  a  crifis,  the  moft  dangerous,  threatening, 
and  alarming.     The  paper.  Gentleman,  is  uni- 
verfally  read,   and    univerfally  admired   with 
eclats  of  the  moft  tempeftuous  applaufe ;  and. 
Gentlemen,  with  intoxicated  raptures,  permit 
me  to  inform  you,  that  it  daily  incrcafea  in  fale- 
But,   alasl    Gentleman,  will  you   fufFer  it  to 
moulder  away  ?  will  you  fuffer  it  to  take  flight 
from  the  lofty  pinnacle  of  meridian  glory  and 
applarfe,  to  have  it's  wings  dipt,  that  it  may, 
Icarus  like,  tumble  down,  and  be  buried  in  it's 
own  ruins,  yes,  ruins,  of  eternal  ihame  and 
difgrace?  Dixi.  (feated.) 

Several 
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Sfvfiral  upon    their  legs  Jo  /peak:  great  cgn^* 
/ufion,  witf>   y  ffear  bim !  bear  bim  /" 

I  ft  iPROfRiETpR  is  Suffered  tfi.Jpak. 

1  ft  Prop.  Mr.  Pr^fidcnt,  rirfcribe,  riPfcribe. 

(feated.) 

2d    Proprietor    gets   up:     noife  of  ^^  hear 
himr 

fid  Prop.  .Iwasyponmylcgs-firft,  Mr.  Pre- 
fidentj^and  will  fpeak,  and  f^y — fo  woul  I  fub- 
fcribe.    ^Rat  it,  have  another  chance  I  lyow. 

(Seated.) 

^d  Proprietor  looks  very  grave  over  his 
notes. 
3d  Prop.  Hem! — ^To  the  chair  and  the 
gentlenx?n  round  it.  Hem  ! — I  perceive,  ajr, 
and  conceive  to  this  committecj  not  that  all 
conceives  turn  out  fruitful ;  no,  no :  for  you 
;nufl:  .know,  yefterday  morning,  about  niqc 
o'clock,  that  was  die  hour,   before  breakf^ft, 

.poor  Tray,  a  fine  bitch  for  rat  hunting,  waj* 
t^ken  in  labour — terrible  t:in>e ! — and  poor  Tray 

j4icd,andjalL(he  had  conceived,  to  my  forrow, 

..a^Kl  the  £r^at  4ii%B9'^ntment  of  all  my,p(?i^h-. 

J?9urs,.wbo  hj^d  conceived,  as  well  as Ttay, ,^d 

myfclf,  to  have  fome  of  the  brood.    Henal 

G  a  There-* 
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Therefore,  Gentlemen,  you  fee  clearly,  that  con* 
ceives  are  liable  to  fliipwreqk,  death,  and  fo 
forth':  howfumever,  hem,  I  fliall  not  be  againft 
t'other  trial,  as  the  paper  mayn't  mifcarry  and 
di?,  as  did  poor  Tray,  hem,  hem,  that's  all, 

(feated.) 

Several  upon    their    legs  :^   great  confufion  of 
^^  bear  himT 

President    interferes. 
President.     I  beg.  Gentlemen,  to  interfere, 
and  give  the  firft  hearing  C6  Mr.  Short. 

4th  Proprietor,   Mr.  Short. 

4th  Prop;     Mr.  Chairman,  1  fhall  fpeak, 

before  I  conceive,  and  without;  any  perceivings. 

Hem,  (coughs)  hem.     When  I  get  up,  I  com? 

to  the  point  plump,  and  fpeak  to  the  chair, 

without  your  windings,  and  your  turnings,  your 

zigs,  and  your  zags,  nothing  but  crooked  lines. 

Hem.     Now  I   am   in    the    chairman's  eye, 

'  Mr.  Chairman,  Mr.  Prefident  I  mean  to  fay, 

Hbut  'tis  the  felf  fame  thing.     Hfenft.     I  have  a 

powerful  obnoxion  to  make  .  againft,  and,  hem, 

'  an  obnoxion  as  full  as  an  egg  is  of  meat ;  and 

that  is,  Mr.  Chairman,  as  a  citizen  and  com- 

mon-CQuncil-man,  I  fay  that  your  paper  is  toa 

minifterious. 

•^  '"      /  Revis* 
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Revise  up.    (lowing.) 

Revise.  Minifterious  ! — I  apprehend,  and 
prefume  to  diftate,  as  editor  of  the  papcr^  and 
chairman  of  this  committee  affembled,  that 
the  gentleman  who  fpoke  laft  meant  in  his 
conclufive  word,  that  the  paper  was  too  minif- 
teriaL  '       (Jeated.) 

4th  Proprietor  gets  up  ajecond  time  to  explain' 
bis  meaning. 

4th  Prop.  Ay,  ay^  the  fclf  fame  thing* 
(coughs)  This  cough  fets  me  wrongs  But  Mr. 
Prefident,  I  fay  again,  and  I  do  proteft,  wow, 
and  declare  againft  all  minifters>  becaufe  his 
right  wor0iipful  the  lord  mayor  faid,  a  few 
year$  ago,  that,  that  there  was  no  liberty  in 
lyiinifters  5  they  were  only  traps  to  catch  green 
}iorns,  country-parties.  But  J  ^m  none  of  thofe, 
Mr.  Chairman^  no,  Sir^  I  have  carried  on  a  brilk 
trade  in  this  city,  twenty  good  round  yeari; 
they  Ihall  not  trap  me.  But,  Mr.  Chairman, 
if,  as^  how  you  fay  be  true,  that  the  minifterial 
papers  fell  better  than  the  liberty  ones,  why, 
then,  rU  be  minifterial  too. 

5th  Proprietor  gets  up  before  the  4th  if 
dow^^  and  begins  ^wph^-^J^y  country— ^ 
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4th  Proprietor  cries  out.  I  am  not 
done.  Sir. 

All.    Heir  Hrm!  K6if  Mm!  heajf  Mm  o^ti 

(^tb  Proprietar  is  Jeated.) 

4t}L    Proprietor   rejU0s  his  Jpeech^ 
4th  Prop.     I  have  finifhed  my  nfioiion. 

5th  Proprietor   refumes  bis  Jpeecb. 

5th  Prop.  My  country,  yesi  Mr.  Prefident,  my* 
country,  and  head  are  a  little  difordered.  But 
now,  I  ftand,  I  ftarid  upon  my  legs ;  tHougli  not 
in  filk-hofc,  hot  the  worfe  tradefman  for  that, 
and  legs  not  corrupted  ;  and  I  ftjlftd  for  a  fecond 
lubfcription :  and,  Mr;  Editbr,  ydu  vtikf  kfc* 
t^rhat  fide  ybti  plcafe  for  the  matter  of  thaf  j 
but  whateVfef  fide  that  be,  t  do  infift  the  papfer 
iball  be  well  peppered,  full  of  Spaniih-flies, 
<jrentlemen  j  I  mean  abufe,  regardlefs,-i-I  fajr 
regardlefs  of  reputations^  and  I  am  fure  'twill 
<io* 

TypE.    (in  a  flattering  tone.) 

Type.  The  very  candid,  open,  and  in- 
genious arguments  of  thofc  Worthy  fpeakers 
were  happily  and  judicioufly  conceived,  and 
the  force  with  which  they  were  delivfefed  gives 
hopes -pfthfe  continuance  of  the  ver^  Mattering 

'  profped 
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profpe^^  of  t;l>is  tjnrivalljec^papqr.  I  beg  leave 
to  a.ccQdA  to  the  gentk^man  that  ftood  upon  hi$ 
legs  lafi^  an4  to  cqrrobo^ateji  lengthen,  Aip- 
port^  prapi  rp^int^in,  s)n4  ^quiefce  wicbj  his 
brilliaat>  p9iigA4ni;j»  an^d  leq^ri^ed  obfervations ; 
ftrucli;  Mtith  the  iinufual  ipund  of  repu^|i^ion» 
which  is  ^$  g^e^t  a  ftraogejc  in  tl^e  apartments 
of  p\:(f  prqfeO^nj  as  candour  a^d  uprightnefi  are 
to  ikti  cjiambers  of  jja^  attorney :  N^y,  Gcntle- 
menj  (  Ihould  as  foon  ^elieye^  that  s^  member 
of  ?|^c  ri^inorjty  vfpu'd  tvjr^  fo  tl>e  majority  with- 
out ^  bribe  j  pf ,  that  ^  courtier  iyou*d  refign  a 
plapc  without  ^  penfion.  "Xi^is,  pentlem^n,  J 
^Qu*d  a^  fpoij  bclieye,  a?  'ti^  poipblc  for  ^ 
news-paper  to  fucceed,  jf  tjie  printef,  fjr  editor^ 
^re  tender  of  reputations^  fcandalj^  and  abufe. 

Jill  gft  uf  and  ^aky  exceftf  fimewelL 

4lL|..  fifffroj  ^rayp  J  It  jttiall  go  on,  it  ihaU 
^9  on. 

6th  P&oPEif  TQAj   LQifpick  O^^rqwnyy  u^. 

.6th  Prop.  Well>  my  fweet  creatures,  now 
Vm  down,  for  a  period  or  two.  And  are  you 
^et  ?  Upon  my  ihoul  wc  are  j  and  to  mend^ 
^nd  to  make  our  fortunes,  fweet  qreaturest 
{^dwick  O'Br^wny  himfelf  fays  fo  too^ 
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All  /peak.    -The  paper!  the  bufmc&j' 

(all  down  but  the  prefident.) 

pRESiDEKT.     Mr.  O'Brawny,  Sir,  you  have 
.  fteered  father  wide  of  the  bufinefs  in  queftionj 
and  your  arguments  are  not  papermerttaiy. 

O'Br AWNY .  Not  to  apologize  at  all,  at  all, 
is  to  be  always  obftinate,  fweet  creatures.  Mr. 
Chairman,  in  the  chair  there— did  you  never 
^  know  a  jewel  of  a  book  without  a  preface  ?— no, 
faith !  rior  a  fpeeeh  without  words :  and  to  reafon 
the  matter  a  little  further — If  a  gentleman  is 
about  making  his  fortune — do  you  hear  me?— - 
from  Cork  to  England;  the  great  metropolis  of 
London,  and  is  knocked  down  at  halfway,  is  it 
poflible  he  can  get  there  ? 

All  up  in  confujiony  fom^  with  «'  the  hufinejs  /" 
others  withy  ^^  hear  bimt'^^'^go€S  on. 

0*Brawny.    Well,  then,  to  fliorten  the  bu- 

(inefs,  here  you  have  it^  the  bone  in  the  marrow,. 

and,  for  expedition,  you  fhall  hay^  the  potatoes 

with  their  jackets  on,  fweet  creatures.  And  Lod- 

wick  O'Brawny  himfelf  fays,  that  cuckolds  arc 

Juiown  by  their  horns  i  and,  faith !  I  could  wifli 

pur  paper  here— -were  kno,wn  by  them  too. 

;     (feated.) 
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7th  pROPJUETOK  g^ts   Up  in  a  paffion,  feels  bis 
forehead. 

7th  Prop.  Horns  !  a  cuckold !  infiilted  and 
pointed  at  by  a  tramping  Irifhman  !  I  am  not 
alone>  Sir !  'tis  many  an  hooell  man's  misfortune^ 
like  myfclf,  to  have  a  run-away  wife — ^and  tho* 
jhe  went  oflF  this  morning  with  the  captain--- 
what  have  you  to  do  with  it? 

All  cry  out  ^^  Jbame!  infulting! 

President.  I  am  perfuaded^  Gentlemen^ 
that  Mr.  O'Brawny  did  not  mean  to  give 
offence^  convinced  that  he  is  too  much  the 
gentleman  not  to  make  concelfionsj  and  fully 
explain  hi$  me^^ing. 

O^Brawny    up. 

O'Brawny.  Potatoes  choak  me,  but  you 
are  right  in«|he  chair,  honey;  I  had  no  meaning 
at  all,  at  all ;  and  faith,  Mr.  Bull,  if  I  knew  a 
fentence  of  your  being  a  cuckold,  till  you  made 
yourfelf  one.     And  faith,  honey,  if  I  don't  pity 

your  cafe. And  what  I  faid,  when  I  faid 

nothing  about  thofe  horns  of  yours— that 
horns  fhould  be  founded  about  the  town,  to 
tell  the  people,  that  our  precious  paper  was  to 

be 
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be  fold  by  the  fweet;  notes  of  the   horns-rran.d^ 
by  St.  Patrick !  here  I  leave  my  motipn. 
All,     Hornsj  horns,  there  Ihall  be  horns^ 

7th  PROPRii;TaRi|  BsfH.     (m  4  ^afion.) 

7tkFAQp»    The  horns  fnay  be  mufical  tx» 

you,  Gefttkmoni  but  txj  merr-(^|f^/>|f^— ^daina 

the  horns.  [^ExiA^^ 

AH  laugh  as  her  goes  out,'  except  Timewelk 

Sth   PRppRiEsro^^   ^smevieil. 

8di  Prop.  Mr.  Chairman,  if  news-papers 
cannot  be  eftablifhed,  but  upon  fuch  iniquitous 
grounds,  I  beg  leave  to  withdraw  y  and  be 
content  with  the  prefent  loft  \  and,  as  the  pro- 
prietors are  liable  to  pay  ail  law  fuits  the  paper 
may  incur,  by  deferting  both  truth  and  virtue  ; 
and  embracing  in  their  ftead,  falfchood,  fcan- 
dal,  and  abufe  s  I,  in  confequence,  Gentlemen^^ 

refign.  {^Exit, 

Ail  k$k  at  him  ^s  he  gas. 

All.     Poor  creature  i 

iTypE.      Gendemen — (inlerruptidiy  the  ^tk  j 

Pro^rieUr,  ^bo  is  anxwus  toffeak.) 

9tb    V^ovrjai^Ky  g4ts  ^p  i^ahwfty. 

5th  Prop.    Sir!  Sir4  Mr.  Chairman,  give, 
me  leave  to  inaike  tpy  motion,  1^  I  fhould 
2  forget; 
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yotr  had  betWr  proceed,  Mr.  Friflter;    ano^ 
c&^r  ttme  riltff  fuit  nw  »  well.  (Jeatti,) 

TypE.  Gentleman,  permit  me  to  refumc, 
and  fplice  the  thread  of  my  former  arguments 
to  the  following  t  but  firft,  I  miift  obferve,  that 
Mr.  Timewell  is  a  damned  troublefomc  fellow; 
and  'tis  clear  tq  you.  Gentlemen,  from  the  in- 
lignificancy  6f  his  arguments,  that  he  has  not 
mOftdy  enough  t6  p^  towards  another  fub- 
fcription. 
^  All.     Jtift  fd,  juft  fo. 

Type  fontinueSs 

Type.  Now,  Gentlemen,  to  convince  you 
of  the  fmiling  profpeft,  and  the  high  credit  of 
our  paper,  I  was  this  day  offered  three  hundred 
pounds  for  the  fix  remaining  Ihares,  by  a  gen- 
tleman of  family  and  fortune  :  this  fum.  Gen- 
tlemen, in  addition  to  the  thoufand,  now  fub- 
Icribed,  will  produce  the  fum  of  thirteen  hun- 
dred; which  fum.  Gentlemen,  I  pledge  my 
honour,  and  that  of  the  editor's,  that  in  ie6 
than  two  years,  every  fliare  will  l>e  entitled  to 
4I  leaft  one  hundred  pounds  per  annum.  You 
.fee.  Gentlemen,   the  Aufora>  Noon -Gazette^ 

and 
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and  the  LDndon-Coiwrant,  arecafl:  away  on  the 
rock  of  ignorance ;  and  the  General-Advcrtifer 
is  feverifli.  Again,  Gendemen>  the  Morning- 
Herald,  and  the  Morning-Poft,  muft  be  de- 
ftroyed  by  their  own  partiality,  and  vicious 
complaifance  i  and  thpfe  papers  eaft  of  Fleet- 
Market,  why^  they  are  too  mechanical,  to 
merit  the  approbation  of  the  judicious  public. 
What  have  we  then  to  fear  ?-: — The  Morning- 
Chronicle,  indeed,'  may  hold  put  by  its  ha- 
rangues. The  Sunday-Monitor,  'tis  true,  is  upon 
the  increafej  the.fcheme  is  new,  confequently 
entertaining ;  it  kills  a  few  hours  of  this  dull 
morning,  and  pleads  an  excufe  for  a  preference 
of  a  cofFee-houfe-box  to  a  chapel-pew — ^which, 
therefore.  Gentlemen,  are  at  prefent  the  only 
ones  in  any  repute.         • 

Enter  Devil. 

Devil.  Sir,  the  paper  is  at  a  ftand,  and  the 
news-mongers  are  waiting. 

Revise,  (to  the  Devil.)  I  fhall  attend  immedi- 
ately. (Exit  Devil.)  Gentlemen,  as  you  are  come 
to  this  glorious  refolution,  I  niiuft  now  withdraw, 
and  io  muft  the  printer  attend  the  prefs  inftantly  i 
otherwife,  your  intereft.  Gentlemen,  muft  fufFer. 
,Th€  treafurer  Ihall  wait  on  you  to-morrow  for 
yoiir  refpeftive  quotas,  and  then  we  fhall  go  on 
'  with 
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with  ipirit,  to  our  future  emolument,  (vfkb- 
draws :  the  others  folhw-^kok  at  their  watches.) 
ift.   Prop.     Ods  rat  itj  I  muft  go  and  ihut 
Ihop. 

Several  /peak.  * 

Sotnuft  I^  fo  muft  I>  bufinefs  mull,  be  minded. 

(Exeunt  in  a  hurry.) 


S  C  E  N  E     IT.      VK^YfyJeated  at  a  table, 
leaning  m  her  band  penftvely. 

Fanny,  (gets  up.)  Was  there  ever  any 
thing  fo  abfurd^  as  my  father's  coming  to  town 
in  purfuit  of  fueh  chimeras  ?  He  muft  be 
worfe  than  mad.  And  to  think  of  placing  that 
booby  of  a  brother  of  mine  at  a  printer's^  to 
write  for  the  prefs  !  Oh,  me !  But  what  can  be 
expefted'  from  people,  who  have  been  all  their 
lives  confined  within  the  narrow  limits  of  a 
manor ;  and  whofe  ideas  of  the  world  extend 
no  further    than    the  letting  or  managing  a 

farm  j 
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now,  in  order  to  complete  his  unfeeling,  h^s 
avaricious  fchemes,  he  puts  me  (I  fuppole  for 
the  better  fecuring  Ms  vmoney)  to  fale  to  the 
beft  bidder  :  but  Til  prevent  this  bargain,  how- 
ever, from  taking  place.  O  !  *here  comes  my 
"lover.  Jiift  what  I  'cxpefted,  a  perfeft  coxcomb, 
fonder  of  himfelf  than  the  profeflion. 

Enter  Captain  Type  in  a  ridiculous  manner^ 
with  a  Jong  /wordy  a  canCy  muff y  and  tw0 
watches. 

.Capt.  :Tv;p?/  I\pre&9ie,  Mifs,  thiat  ypu  af^ 

aware  of  my.  defigns.     l,am,>M*dam>  Captain 

Type,  of  the  3d  regiment  of  foot  guards  j  with 

.  a  commiflion,  that'€mpowexsnierMa'^m>tof  reat 

r.wvth,you,;withoiit.,deJ.ay,  .pn  our  wut^al^  t>li&> 

.  the  moft.  congenial  fo/oyr.  future, happinefs :' 

.tlicrefore,  angelic  fair,  j  permit  this  tr^nFibljiig 

fponge   (puts  Ms  band  to.  his  lips)  ^o  dip,,  feaft, 

and  enjoy,  the  honeyed. dciw  th^t  .h^ogs  to  thy 

vernpilipntiadliure,  that.xayjihes.,my  tFa,nfpojl^d 

r  foul.    (runSj^to.isrJn  a  rude  manmry.and.an^ 

traces.     Fan^ryJcr^msMt^J 

/  Fanny,    Away,  Sir!  ,hoW}dare  yon  thus 

infult  ? 
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dic'lKHale  l-^Is  fliis  iyouncoihrolflioii  ^i>ii•M.  ^ 

^APT^nfiron  bis'kntes^^Jhetitmsfrofnbim. 

Capt.  P  thou  a^elic  form^  forgive  thint; 
own  Adonis,  wlio  wo!)kl  (boiler  all  the-woiM 
fho«*d  frown  upon  Him,  than  :you:  jres,  by 
Heaven's !  6r  I *would  return  again  toAtnencay 
did  my  ccHmftry  fcquire  it,  and  "expofe  this 
pure,  Un(pdtted  body  to  die  enemy^s  fife.  But, 
but  thank  avarice,  the  daoger  is^  over  (g^s4ip)  : 
.pray  be  ieated.— Then,  then  fliall  my  wounded 
foul  be  open  to  the  brilHancyof  your :  coun- 
tenance.  r(ftrokesbis  mttff*) 

FAiray.  (jifidi:)  rU  torment  myfclf  a  little 
more:  perhaps  my  father  may  profit  by  this 
vifit.  (/dated.)  I  give  you  my  honour.  Sir, 
-thatl-toi  erigaged;  therefo^re,  you  need  not 
take  the  trouble  of  making  fuch  warlike  and 
refined  fpeeches. 

Capt.  (afide.)  \  Already  given  me  her  ho- 
nor at'  firft  fight.  This  peifon.  and  ptofcffioii*—- 
Yes,  my  fair  angel>  thofc  old  codgers  have  not 
been  idle  ;  they  wdll  anderftand.  contra^b.— 
Now  dm'  I  tranfpAoFted  to  the^  honey  cirde  of 
in^ridian^  blifs,  fjp«/j  bis  kg  $^er  bers,) 

Fannv, 
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Fahuy,'.  (gets  up.}  1  beg,  Slr-^what  do 
you  mean  ?  I  don't  underftand  fuch 'behaviour. 

Capt.  'Tis  aftonifhing,  the  amazing  quan* 
tity  of  ice  that  was  got  in  this  morning. — The 
mildncfs  of  the  winter  was  rather  alarming; 
''twas  likely  to  have  proved  fatal  to  us  lovers 
of  icc-cream>  and  frigid  wines.  I  was,  I  con- 
'fefs,  greatly  alarmed;  but  now  my  fears  are 
abated,  (afide)  Ton  honour  (he'll  do. 

FANNy.>  1  don't  in  the  le^aft  dilpute  your 
tafte.  Sir — I  grant  you,  that  froft,  when  it  comes 
in  feafon,  has  it's  good  efFefts  :  it  deftroys  in- 
fefts,  that  wou'd  otherwife  become  troublefome : 
and  it  is  a  pity,  that  it  did  hot  deftroy  fuch 
animals,  as  think  it  of  no  other  ufe  than  to 
indulge  their  luxurious  paktes. — Such  a  froft 
were  to  be  wifhed  for. 

Capt.  Upon  my  honour,  I  can  affure  you, 
that  the  confcftioners  were  in  the  higheft  ftate 
of  tribulation. 

Fanny.  I  (hould  think  fo.  Sir— -and  thofc„ 
^  their  manly  viGtants,  who  lay  whole  armies  at 
their  feet  with  words,  and  talk  of  battles  they 
dread  to  enteu 

Capt.  Are  you  fond  of  confeftions,  my 
fweet  one  ?  (takes  /ome  out  of  bis  pockety  eatSy 
and  ojfersjome  to  Fantiyy  which  fie  rejefls.)  I  am 
quite  tranfported  with  the  beautiful  appearance 

of 


•Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


A      C  O  M  E  D  y*  23 

of  thofe  repofitories,  as  well  as  charmed  with 
their  delicious  compounds. 

Fanny.  That  mud  greatly  heighten  the 
beauty,  when  decorated  with  fcarlet ! — ^A  moft 
honourable  amufement  for  the  noble  fcience  of 
defence. 

Captain.  You  arc  right,  very  right,  my 
dear ;  you  think  as  I  do,  I  fee ;  you  can  difcern 
things  clearly. — The,  the  metropolis  is  ama- 
zingly enlightened,  greatly  polifhed,  and  won- 
derfully improved — in  the — the  rapid  increafe 
of  fruit  Jhops,  cmfeStionerSyferfimery^  and^/Vit- 
jhaps  \  'tis  aftonifhing,  and  even  puts  Tarts  to 
the  blujb :  and  the  art,  with  which  thefe  me- 
chanics difplay  them,  at  their  circular  windows, 
attrafts  the  admiration — of  the — difcern ing,  fo 
that  no  men  of  tafte,  of  faftiion,  can  withftand 
fuch  brilliant  temptations,  without  indulging 
the  palate^  amufing  the  eye^  and  decorating  the 
band.  Don't  you  think,  my  dear  Tulip,  that 
the  art  of  hair-dreffing,  too,  is  now  arrived  at 
fome  pcrfedion  among  us  ? — ^We  are  not  a  little 
indebted  to We  copy  the  Parifians. 

Fanny,  Ridiculous  fribble!  my  patience 
is  almofl:  worn  out.  (afide)  Why,  yes.  Sir,  I 
think  the  copy  exceeds  the  original.  I  believe. 
Sir,  thofe  fhops,  that  you  have  fo  carefully  enu- 
merated, increafe  confiderably  more  than  the 
D  armourers^ 
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armourers^  arc  much  more  frequented,  and  par- 
ticularly by  gentlemen  of  your  livery,  who  have 
fo  much  contributed  to  the  glorious  peace. 

C APT.  Peace !  peace !  O  yes,  my  iweet  raf- 
berry :  *tis  the  bufinefs  of  Us  officers  to  ftudy 
fafliions,.  and  deal  them  out  to  the  unpoliihed 
vulgar,  that  tarnifh  the  name  of  Ehgliflijnen. 
Why,  my  dear  Fan,  officers  have  nothing  elfe  to 
do,  where  the  feat  of  war  is  not,  but  to  enjoy 
thofc  delights.  Befides,  thou  Venus  of  Venufes, 
thofe  fword  and  gun  (hops,  that  you  fee  blazing 
about  the  town,  are  by  no  means  calculated  for 
us  foldiers.  Their  furniture  will  not  ftand  the 
tbruft,  nor  will  the  paltry  firelocks  ftand  the 
fliock  of  a  ball ;  no,  no,  we  muft  have  ^ower^ 
proof;  they  aj'e  only  calculated  for  thofe  coun- 
try drones,  the  pbea/ant,  the  woodcock,  and  parf- 
ridge  ruftics,  who  never  failed  a  league  over 
fait  water,  ha  !  ha !  ha ! 

Fanny.  I  am  glad.  Sir,  you  find  your  own 
converfation  fo  very  entertaining;  I  wifh  I 
cou'd  join  with  you.  But  how  Ihort  fighted, 
how  unfeeling  muft  that  lover  be,  who  has  not 
judgment  enough  to  diftinguifli  the  frowns,  from 
the  fmiles  of  his  miftrefs,  ha !  ha  !  ha !  (Captain 
laughs  too, J  Some  men  are  fo  enamoured  of 
their  unrivalled  felves,  that  the  other  fex — ^Fair 
Captain ! 
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Capt.  Very  true — right — you  are  right,  upon 
my  honour,  (hth  laugh  J  Unrivalled  felf,  that's 
me  i  ay,  ay,  (he's  ftruck !  ftabb'd !  nay,  bleeds 
for  me !  Well,  I  muft  not  tantalize  the  poor 
devil,  (aftde)  Of  all  the  violets  in  the  valley, 
thou  art  far  the  fweetefts  your  cheeks  ^ear  the 
tint  of  the  lufcious  peach ;  your  lips,  Oh !  thou 
bunch,  thou  mufcadine,  are  far  fweeter  than  the 
choiceft  of  European  fruits,  or  even  the  domeftic 
Barbary-drop  :  thy  teeth,  as  white  as  my  own. 
(grins,  and  looks  at  his  watch)  Upon  my  honor 
I'm  late :  the  dentift  waits. — But  firft,  (advances) 
I  muft  tafte  of  this  mellow  exotic,  that  will  foon 
be  mine,  (attempts  to  kifs,  Jhe  reftfts)  Adieu ! 
adieu !  (going)  Well,  Fan,  I  fhall  be  with  you 
at  the  appointed  hour,  and  fhall  bring  with  me, 
the  implements  of  union.  Adieu!  adieu!  (Exit.) 

Fanny,  (looks  at  him  with  contempt)  In- 
fignificant  fellow !  He  has  not  fenfe  enough  to 
difcover  my  contempt  for  him,  but  vainly  thinks 
his  figure— ^/j  manner  quite  irrefiftible.  Poor 
creature  ! — Before  I  would  be  married  to  a  fool, 
a  coxcomb,  I  would  fooner  give  my  hand  to 
a  man  of  fenfe,  tho'  he  fhould  be  wrapped  in  the 
garb  of  penury.  Now,  to  prevent,  if  poflible, 
and  convince  my  father  of  his  error. 

'  End  of  the  Second  Act. 

D2  ACT 
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III. 


S  C  E  N  E  I.  Printer's  Hou/e :  Printer,  Editor^ 
and  Clerk,  at  a  'Table ,  copying  from  old  Maga* 
zines  and  News^papers. 

Type,  (gets  up  J 

RE VI S  E^  this  eflay  is  a  very  good  one  j  'tis 
exaftly  the  thing :  the  times  to  a  hair, 
and  requires  but  little  cooking,  (gives  it  Revi/e) 
That  will  do  our  paper  credit.  -  The  language 
is  divinely  poignant. 

Revise,  (gets  up,  and  reads  part  of  it)  Excel- 
lent !  Manly  !  Very  true  !  "  And  the  nation  is 
rent  afunder  by  its  internal  broils,  di/union,  the 
effeSl  of  party-work.  Exadtly  fo,  upon  my 
honor.  All,  all,  and  every  one  of  them  Jlruggling 
for  the  golden  unSlion,  (Jhakes  his  head)  ac^ 
cording  to  the  modern  fyftem  of  patriotifm. — Mr. 
Type,  we  fhall  charge  the  proprietors  one  guinea 
for  this. 

Type.  Moft  certainly. — I  think  the  words, 
golden  unSlion,  and  modem  patriotifm,  fhould  be 
fet  in  Italicks. 

Revise. 
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Revise.  'Egad,  you  are  right,' very  right,— 
and  the  fignature  fliall  be,  Self-intereji. 

Enter  Devil,  with  columns  of  the  paper. 

Devil.  Thefe  are  to  be  correfted;  and 
there  are  two  columns  now  wanting,  and  three  of 
the  compofitors  have  nothing  to  do. 

Revise,  (takes  up,  and  tears  leaves  out  of  ma^ 
gazines)  The  devil  they  are  ! — Here  ! .  here  ! 
here  !  take  this  for  the  poet's  corner ;  and  this 
ejfayy  which  I  fancy  will  make  up  the  deficiency. 
(Exit  Devil,  He  gives  the  columns  to  the  clerk 
to  be  corre5led.) 

Re-enter  Devil. 

Devil.  Sir,  I  forgot  to  tell  you,  Mr.  Full- 
charge,  the  auftioneer's /d^r/^r,  is  at  the  door, 
with  advertifcments.  (Exit  Devil. J 

Revise,  (looks  tp  the  door  J  Come  in,  come 
in,  porter. 

Enter   Porter, 

Revise.     Well,  Sir. 

Porter.  Mafter  fays,  if  you  will  put  thefe 
fix  advertifcments,  for  his  paying  the  duty  only, 
you  may  have  them  in  every  day  this  (gives  them) 
week ;  and  fays,  you  fhall  have  his  next  cata- 
lo^e  to  print; 

D  3  Type. 
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Type,  Ho,  ho!  very  good,  my  man;  my 
compliments  to  Mr.  FuUcharge,  and  his  com- 
mands fhall  be  executed. 

Porter,  (going)  O  Lord!  Sir,  I  have  got 
a  bit  of  news. 

Type.  Hold,  hold,  Til  take  it  down,  (/eated, 
writes)  Well,  now  for^t. 

Porter.  Why,  Sir,  you  muft  know,  laft  night, 
my  Lord  Spendall  was  coming,  as  he  faid,  to  aik 
my  mailer,  if  he  had  advertifed  his  eftate  : 
my  mafter  was  not  at  home  juft  then ;  but  my 
Lord  went  as  bold  as  brafs  to  my  miftrefs,  who 
was  in  the  bed-room  behind  the  parlour-— and 
there,  I  vow,  flaid  upwards  of  an  hour,  he !  he  ! 
he  !  Nancy,  my  fellow-fervant,  called  to  me  in 
dumb  ftiew,  and  bid  me  look  thro'  the  key- 
hole ;  we  could  fee  nothing,  he  !  he !  the  candle 
was  out, — ^but f 

Revise.  So  the  candle  was  out;  a  good 
one.     Go  on,  porter. 

Porter.  Why  that's  all ;  only  I  thinks  my 
miftrefs  faid,  O  my  Lord,  my  Lord,  fuppofe  my 
hulband — ^then  faid  he,  damn  your  hufband. 
Then  Nancy,  my  fellow-fervant,  took  me  by  the 
hand,  and,  faid  fhe,  come  away,  my  dear ;  and 
treated  me  with  a  full  pot  of  porter.  There^ 
Sir.  (makes  a  bow.) 

ReVi  s e .  Thank  you.     Our  compliments. 

Porter. 
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Porter.  (Jcratches  bis  head  and  looks  at  them) 
I  hope.  Sir,  you  won't  forget,  you  ufed  to  give 
me  fomething. 

Type.  O,  very  true,  here's  fixpence  for  you, 
the  utmoft  we  give  for  a  paragraph,  when  ready 
drawn  for  infertion.  (jgives  him  ftxpence — Exit 
Porter. — Looks  over  the  advertijements)  Zounds ! 
each  is  worth  fifteen  (hillings ;  and  I  dare  fwear  he 
will  charge  my  Lord  Spendall  a  guinea  for  each 
of  them,  and  we  get  no  more  than  two  or  three 
fliillings,  the  bare  duty. 

Revise.  A  hard  cafe  this;  however. 
Type,  appearances,  now  a-days,  are  at  leaft,  two 
points  out  of  three,  and  particularly  in  our  branch. 
For  you  know,  the  more  advertifements  we  have 
in  our  paper  the  better :  for  this  reafon.  The 
public  will  naturally  conclude,  from  the  num- 
ber of  advertifements,  that  our  paper  muft  be  in 
great  circulation,  tnd  give  us  a  greater  air  of 
importance  among  our  brother  profeflbrs.  Be-^ 
fides.  Type,  the  advertifements  are  ready  cook- 
ed, and  will  help  to  fill  up. 

Enter  Devil. 

Devil.  Sir,  aGeiideman  wants  to  fpeak  to  you. 

Type.  Shew  him  in.  (Exit  DeviL — Looks  to 

the  door)  Upon  my  foul  'tis  Sir  Timothy  Silent, 

a  member  of  parliament.     Some  pickings,  Rc- 

vife^  ey— « 

D4  Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Timothy  Silent. 

Sir  Tim.  (to  Type)  Sir,  I'  prefume  you  are 
the  printer,  (looks  at  the  editor,  confujed) 

Type.  Yes,  Sir,  I  am  the  printer,  my  name 
is  Type ;  that  gentleman  there,  is  my—  the 
editor.  Sir 

Sir  Tim.  O  !  then  I  may  proceed (dif-- 

covers  the  clerk,  parties. ) 

Type,  (to  the  clerk)  You  may  go:  take  up 
what  you  have  correfted. 

Clerk,  {afide)  Curfe  on  their  impudence, 
why  not  let  me  into  the  fecret  ?  {Exit.) 

Sir  Tim.  {looks  round  the  room)  Here  is  a 
fpeech  {gives  a/peech)  of  mine,  I  cou'd  wifh  to 
have  inferted  in  your  much-admired  paper. 

Type,  {looks  over  it,  and  reads  it  to  himjelf) 
O,  Sir  Timothy  Silent:  why  really.  Sir,  I 
don't  recoiled  that  you  fpokc  in  the  debate 
of  yefterday,  tho'  I  perceived  you  upon  your 
legs  more  than  once.  The  queftion  being  of 
fuch  national  importance,  I  made  it  my  bufi- 
nefs  to  attend  the  houfe  myfelf : — I  think.  Sir, 
Tm  not  deceived. 

Sir  Tim.  Your  are  perfeftly  right,  I  did 
not  fpeak,  but  was  repeatedly  up ;  but  the  noife 
of  hear  him  !  hear  him  !  had  fuch  an  efFedt  upon 
my  fpirits — being  rather  nervous,  that  I  could 

not 
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not  proceed: — Therefore,  gentlemen,  I  beg 
that  niy  fentiments,  my  ideas,  may  be  offered 
to  my  country,  through  the  channel  of  your 

impartial  paper. ^I  beg,  you'll  accept:  (gives 

^ype  money)  and  whatever  correction  the  lan- 
guage may  want,  I  beg — I  leave  thefe  fort 
of  things  to  your  fuperior  judgment  and  ex- 
perience. 

Revise.  Depend  upon  it.  Sir,  I  fliall  do 
you  juftice.  {Exit  Sir  Timothy ,  with  a  very 
reverend  how)  Very  nervous,  ha !  ha !  ha !  ^ 

Enter  Scandalproof,  with  a  long  firing  of  Pa^ 
ragraphs  :  gives  them  to  Type. 

ScAND.  There,  Sir,  fomething  out  of  the 
common  track ;  twenty  paragraphs  in  good 
Englifh,  and  three  effays. — One  on  the  (hop- 
tax,  another  in  favour  of  a  plurality  of  wives, 
and  the  laft,  upon  our  national  courage;  and 
the  anfwers  to  them  fhall  be  r^ady  by  the 
fame  pen,  in  proper  time.  But,  how  came  you 
not  to  infert  my  laft  works  ?  I,  I  confefs  myfelf 
piqued,  and  really  difappointed,  I  have  a  fum 
to  rtiakc  up  on  Saturday :  I  am  three  weeks  in 
arrear  for  my  room. 

Type.  Why,  Mr.  Scandalproof,  we  have 
altered  our  plan  a  little,  and  are  come  to  a 
refolution,  to  infert  nothing  fpeculative,  when 

we 
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we  can  have  fomething  real.  As  for  the  effays, 
as  their  titles  will  chime  upon  the  ears  of  the 
people,  they  may  find  admittance  j  but  mean 
while,  be  fure,  you  prepare  the  anfwers. 

ScAND.  Certainly — I,  Tm  aftonilhed  at 
your  omiffions.  The  other  papers,  which  I'm 
concerned  in,  inferted  them,  and  the  variations 
were  very  trifling ;  the  fubftance  was  the  fame. 
As  to  thofc  you  objed  to,  becaufe  they  are 
fpeculative,  that  (hall  be  no  obftacle  to  prevent 
their  appearing  ;  let  me  have  them,  and  in  the 
courfe  of  half  an  hour,  the  whole  fliall  be 
realized,  (giv^s  him  back  the  paragraphs,  and 
Exit.) 

Revise.  An  ingenious  fellow  this — ^a  fer- 
tile brain  ! 

Enter  Livery  Servant  with  a  letter :  gives  it 
Type. 

Type.  (^looks  over  the  letter)  I  fee  you 
come  from  my  Lady  Smuggle. 

Serv.  Yes,  Sir,  and  here  be  five  guineas  : 
but,  an*t  you  the  printer  ? 

TypE.     I  am. 

Serv.  O  !  then,  I  was  to  put  it  into  your 
own  hands,    {gives  money, ) 

Type.  Very  right :  you'll  tell  your  lady,  her 

bufinefs    fliall    be    attended.     {Exit  Servant) 

Ha  !  ha !  ha !  {reads  the  letter.) 

"  Sir, 
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"  Sir, 

*^  Should  an  article  of  intelligence  come 
*^  to  your  office,  refpefting  Lady  Smuggie's 
*'  coach  being  feized  for  having  French  con- 
**  traband  goods  jn  it,  I  beg  you  will  fupprefs 
*^  the  fame ;  for  which  fervice,  pleafe  to  accept 
'^  five  guineas,  which  I  have  fent  by  my  fcrvant. 

«  Your's, 

.     "Smuggle/' 

Revise,     (l^otb  laugh)  Egad,  this   hulh  mo- 
ney is  mighty  pleafant,  ha !  ha !  the  old  fox 

is  caught  at  laft, What  now !  who  the  devil 

is  this  bluftering  up  flairs  ?  General  Blunder, 
by  all  that's jufl! 

Enter  General  Blunder  in  Regimentals. 
.  Gen.  Blunder.  Pray,  gentlemen,  how  dare 
you  traduce  my  character  ?  how  dare  you  re- 
prefent  my  late  condud  in  fuch  a  contemptible 
light  ?  and,  gentlemen,  what  is  flill  worfe,  you 
have  mangled  my  fpeeches — why  you  have 
made  them  perfeft  nonfenfe  5  the  lafl  in  par- 
ticular, that  was  fo  poignant,  that  the  miniflerj 
at  whom  it  was  levelled,  trembled  at  the 
matter  it  contained ;  and  the  force  with  which 
it  was  delivered  rendered  him  fpcechlefs.   And, 
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not  only  this,  gentlemen,  you  made  the  firft 
period  thirty  lines  j  the  fecond,  twenty-five,  and 
fo  on.     (Jiruts  about.) 

Type.  I  am  really  forry.  Sir,  for  this,  our 
mifreprefentation.  Our  intelligence  muft  be 
falfe,  I  doubt  s  but,  we  chiefly  confine  ourfelves 
to  the  gazettes.  Sir.  As  for  the  length  of 
the  periods,  you  (land  not  alone;  feveral  of 
the  members  have  this  habit;  but,  for  the 
credit  of  our  paper,  we  reftify  this  deformity. 
Indeed  we  arc  become  fo  fond  of  liberty,  fo 
liberal,  and  our  paper  found  fo  ferviceable  to 
our  enemies  in  every  quarter,  that  we  take 
particular  care,  for  the  honour  of  the  fpeakers, 
as  well  as  our  own,  (for  they  are  very  keen 
critics  in  France)  to  heighten  {General  looks 
with  great  impatience)  thofe  harangues  by  a  little 
of  our  own  colouring. 

Gen.  Blunder.  I  have  feen  none  of  your 
colouring.     As  for  gazettes — ^paultry  forgeries. 

Revise.  Why,  really.  Sir,  where  the  fault 
lies,  I  leave  to  your  experience :  but  certain 
it  is,  that  gazettes  have  not  been  fo  fertile  in 
the  courfe  of  this  war,  as  they  have  been  in 
preceding  ones. 

Gen.  Blunder.  Words  carry  no  fublimity 
to  their  hearts  :  I'll  try  the  efFedt  of  the  golden- 
unftion.  (ajide)   Well,  gentlemen,  here,  (gives 
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a  bank  mte)  in  future,  I  truft  and  hope,  to  fee 
myfelf  in  a  more  favourable  light  in  your 
paper.  And  what  little  inaccuracies  there 
may  happen  in  my  future  fpecches — ^why — ^you 

underftand  me. 

Revise.  (Jmiles)  O,  Sir,  a  diamond  is  not  lefs  a 
diamondi  for  being  obfcured  in  the  quarry.  Sir* 
This  is  a  delicate  fubjeft — a  very  tender  point— 
I  give  you  my  word  and  honour — ^I  perfcftly 
underftand  you.  Sir — you'll  find  a  very  great 
reformation  in  the  prefs,  and  that  foon — ^when 

you   fhall    read    fomething  of  this    caft 

the  greateft  comfort  to  an  orator.— —Gi?»^^?/ 
Blunder  replied  to  the  noble  Lord,  with  as 
much  ingenuity,  as  cloje  reajoning,  as  powerful  ar- 
gumenty  and  as  great  a  torrent  of  eloquence,  as 
ever  was  heard  in  parliament.     {General fmiles.) 

Gen.  Blunder,  {afide)  Honour  !  O  Lord  ! 
O  Lord  !  (ftruts  about)  The  rafcals  have  fome 
tafte,  they  may  decorate — I  comprehend — we 
perfedlly  underftand  each  other — Gentlemen, 
your  moft  obedient.  {Exit.) 

Type.  Ha !  ha!  ha!  poor  devil,  poor  devil. 
{both  laugh)  I  thought  we  fhould  have  him  at 
Jaft,  But  he  has  been  a  devilifh  long  while 
coming  to  the  depofitum,  ha!  ha!  ha! 

Revise.     Poor  General !  this  was  very  ho- 
nourable indeed:  twenty  pounds !  Egad,  I  quef- 
4  tion 
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tipn  if  all  his  tradefmen's  bills  were  paid,  there 
would  be  twenty  more  left.  But  any  thing 
fave  fighting  for  a  little  popularity : — ^ay,  ay, 
the  liberty  of  the  prefs  nnakcs  many  a  command* 
cr,  now  a-days.  Even  Ihadows,  are  converted 
into  real  fubftances;  ay,  and  real  fubftances, 

worn  down  into  fhadows. Hey!  hey!  here 

comes  the  garreteers,  the  life  and  foul  of  a 
newlpapen 

Enter /everal  New/mongers  in  mean  appareL 

iji.  Mr.  Type,  I  have  a  fix-penny  worth  for 
youi  but  faith  you  muft  take  it  down,  for  I  had 
fio  paper,  nor  the  me^ns. 

Type.  Poor  rogue !  well,  go  on,  and  Til  take 
a  fketch. 

ift.  (proceeds)  Hem, — "  This  morning,  my. 
Lord  Hornmaker's  coachman  faid,  at  the  An- 
gel in  Hedge-Lane,  that  he  drove  my  Lady 
Pliant  and  his  Lord  from  the  opera  laft  ni^ht, 
to  my  Lady  Pliant's  houfe,  not  a  hundred  miles 
from  St.  James's-fquare.  At  five  in  the  mom* 
ing,  my  Lord  Pliant  came  home,  when  my 
Lord  Hornmaker  made  his  efcape  into  the 
ftreet,  thro'  the  back-yard." 

and.  "  Two  days  ago,  at  the  weft  end  of  the 
town,  as  Sir  Adonis  was  lifting  Captain  Peep, 
to  fee  his    Venus    in    a    bath     below;    Sir 
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Adonis  gave  way,  when  down  went  the  Cap- 
tain—and broke  off  the  horns  of  Sir  Adonis  j  but 
happily  for  Captain  Peep,  the  damages  did  not 
amount  to  more  than  one  fliilling,  to  the  great 
fatisfaftion  of  all  good  men/* 

Type.  Well  faid,  Probus.  Mr.  Rcvife,  the 
rogue  is  low  in  pocket,  we'll  give  him  eighteen 
pence :  they  are  well  worth  it.  (gives  money) 
Well,  Mr.  Paragraph,  let's  hear  what  you  have 
to  fay.  {Exit  \ft.  Par.) 

ind.  Paragraph,  (gives  bis  papers)  There's 
four.  Sir  i  but  Til  run  over  the  fubftance,  as  I 
have  it  by  heart. — ^*  It  was  yefterday  ftrongly 
reported^  and  generally  believed  in  Field-Lane, 
that  the  bones  of  a  gentleman  were  dug  out  of 
the  adjoining  ruins ;  a  gold  feal  was  found  near 
him,  the  impreffion,  a  pope's  head  i  and  likewife 
a  crucifix,  diamond  fct,  which  gives  us  great 
reafon  to  believe  he  was  a  papilt,  and  *  not  a 
proteftant,  as  'twas  reported." 

Q.nd.  "  Several  genteel  people  entered  the  faid 
lane,  and  purchafed  a  large  quantity  of  pocket 
handkerchiefs,  with  other  light  goods." 

2d. "  The  boxing-match,  that  was  announced 

in  our  paper  of  yefterday,  is  unavoidably  put  off, 

to  a  future  day  j  but  we  fhall  take  care,  our 

readers  fhall  have  timel/'notice  of  this  very 

important  event." 

/^b.     Now 
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'  4/i&.  Now  for  the  gallows,  my  laft.— "  Yef- 
tcrday  was  executed  at  Tyburn,  purfuant  to  his 
fcntence,  Peter  Needy,  a  Butler,  for  robbing 
Lady  Heartflint  on  the  high-way,  whom  he 
had  lived  with  in  the  above  capacity,  upwards 
.  of  fifteen  years  ;  and  who  had  difcharged  him 
without  a  charafter,  three  years  before,  for 
being  afleep  on  her  return  from  Lady  Racket's 
route^  This  unfortunate  man  left  a  wife  and 
fix  children  in  the  lowcft  ftate  of  mifery.  We 
have  to  lament,  that  the  deprivation  of  the 
hufband's  character  reduced  him  to  the  fad 
neceffity  of  taking  the  road."— That's  all. 

Revise.  Very  well — well  drawn  paragraphs, 
and  need  no  correcStion ;  come  to-morrow,  and 
lil  pay  you.  {To  the  others :  they  give  tbdr  pa^ ' 
fers)  Well,  gentlemen,  I  have  not  leifure  to 
look  over  them  juft  now.  If  they  have  merit, 
and  you  fee  them  inferted  in  to-morrow's  paper 
•—why  you  may  call. 

All.     Never  fear.  Sir. 

3^.  As  for  mine,  they  are  fo  full  of  fcandal 
and  abufc — crim  con — ^you  wont  rejeft  them, 
I  know. 

j^b.     And  mine  are  againft  General  Blunder. 

^th.     I  condemn  the  peace. 

4/i&.     I  fupport  it. 

Type,  Well,  well,  enough,  enough.  {Exeunt.) 

What 
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"What  a  needy  tribe  !  Egad,  Revifc,  ^tis  time 
we  ftiould*  be  off :  I  fear  Mr»  Purfe  and  family 
are  waiting. 

Revise.  Right,  right,  a  fortunate  connec- 
tion this. — If  the  Captain  reconnoitres  like  a 
good  general,  why,  we  (hall  capture  the  whole 
family,  ey  Type— come  along.  (jGoing^  meet 
Lord  Pujg^elL) 

Enler 'Lord  Puffwell. 

Lord  Puff.  Gentlemen,  I  have  made  fomc 
obfervations  on  the  new  Comedy  oiNews  tbeMa- 
lady^  that  went  off  with  fuch  wonderful  eclat 
lafl:  night,  to  a  very  brilliant  and  judicious  au- 
dience. There  are  fine  ftxokes  in  it;  new  coined 
wit :  and  the  performers,  to  do  them  juftice, 
well  iu:i4€rftood  the  author,  and  were  never  out 
of  nature.  Moliere  never  drew  a  more  lively 
pifture  of  human  frailties :  {^gives  another  paper) 
and  this  is  an  encomium  upon- that  excellent 
political  pamphlet,  entitled  a  Humiliating  Peace: 
And  in  juftice  to  the  author,  tho*  unknown  to 
me,  I  think  it  far  exceeds  any  thing  I  ever  read. 

1   recommend,  a   perufal   of  it  to  every 

judicious  Englifhman. 

Rev  I  se.  {looking  over  them)  We  have  received 

a  very  different  impreffion  of  this  Comedy — ^that 

it  was  received  very  coolly,  (JPuffwell  looks  uneajy) 

E  the 
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the  dialogue  ftale ;  upon  the  whole,  but  a  fo  fo 
produftion,  and  not  hkely  to  fucceed. — (Puffwell. 
dijiurhed.)  As  for  the  pamphlet,  that,  too,  ha» 
its  infirmities.  We  have  an  account  here  for 
infertion,  in  which  it  is  feverely  cenfured.  The 
fenfe  obfcure,  bad  Englifh,  fentiments  com- 
mon, and  the  didlion  contemptible- — (PhS^- 
well  looks  diJiraSled)  As  for  thefe  obfervations . 
of  yours,  Sir,  they  come  under  the  article  of 
puffing;  they  are  far  too  open,  to  have  the  de- 
fired  efFeft ;  but  they  may  do  with  fome  little 
variations.  But  we  never  infert  a  pufF,— even  of 
four  lines,  under  nine  {hillings  ;  the  very  lowed, 
we  take  for  a  pamphlet.  But  plays.  Sir, 
are  confiderably  higher.  'Tis  well  known,  that, 
by  the  mere  dint  of  puffing,  fome  new  pieces 
have  been  faved  from  being  damned. 

Lord  Puffwell.  What  you  fay  maybe 
right,  but  I  give  you  my  honor,  I  have  no  other 
interefl  in  this  bufinefs,  tlmn  merely,  I  cou*d 
wifli  to  fee  merit  rewarded.  As  for  thofe  obfer- 
vations, you  may  have  received,  doubtlefs,  they 
are  the  produce  of  fome  ignorant,  ill-natured  cri- 
tics ;  palpable  forgeries :  but  as  I  am  gone  thus 
far,  here^s  ten  pounds  for  you,  for  fuppreffing 
thofe  villainous  attacks,  and  inferting  my,  re- 
marks,  (xoing—ajide)  I  hope  diey  don't  fufpeft 
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mc  to  be  the  author.     If  they  do,  my  name  they 
are  ftrangers  to.      .  {Exit.) 

^       Type.  What  a  pretty  confufion  he  was  in !  he 
f^  certainly  is  the  author. 

Rev  I  se.  I  have  not  a  doubt  of  it ;  and  if  I  am 
not  miftaken,  'tis  Lord  PufFwell  himfelf. 

Type.  If  fo,  we*ll  fufpend  him  for  a  day  o^, 
two,  and  he  (hall  double  the  fum.  (JExeunt.) 


SCENE     11. 

Enter  Purse  and  Billy . 

B I L  L  Y .  V  (looks  about)  Lord,  Lord,  father  ! 
weer  is  filler  Fan  ?  She  be  a  tedious  whoile  put- 
ting on  her  wedding  geers,  furely.  I  wifli  bro* 
ther  Captain  were  a  come. 

Purse.  .  Never  heed,  lad ;  (he'll  fooh  come, 
and  the  Captain,  I  warrant  thou.  But  I  fea* 
pofe,  her's  a  grumping ;  'tis  only  to  make  be- 
lieve, and  out  of  undutifulnefs  to  I,  her  father. 

Billy.  Ay,  fo  it  be,  father  :  (he  beantfo tirn- 

berfome  as  (lie  .makes  believe  for,  about  miar- 

rj^ing  Mr.  Captain.    Neaw,  neaw,  flic  do  come, 

I  thi^s  I  hear  her  filks  whiftle  and  crackle. 

*  \,  E2  Enter 
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Enter  FannV*  '   ^ 

F A  N  N  t .  Good  morrow.  Sir :  how  do  you  do, 
brodier  ? 

Purse.  The  fame  to  you.  Fan ;  the  Captain 
will  foon  be  here ;  'tis  mortal  good  time:  but 
how  came  you,  Mifs  Croflpatch,  to  put  on  your 
black  this  morning  ?  *Tis  the  cuftom  wee  us,  in 
the  cpuntry,  yew  know,  when  folks  go  to  be 
married,  to  appear  in  their  whoites,  and  here, 
you  be  going  in  yewr  black ;  but,  I  fuppofe  it  be 
the  teaun  fafliion. 

Billy.  Ay,  father,  fo  it  be;  black  Nick  is 
in  the  nation  • 

Pu R  sE .  Rhymes  like  the  pope :  what  a  brain 
has  the  lad  a  got  ! 

Fanny.  Pray,  Sir,  what  have  you  been  do- 
ing ?  what  hidden  myftery  is  this  ?  Your  mean- 
ing. Sir  ?  '*  The  Captain  will  foon  be  here  ! 
When  folks  go  to  be  married,  they  muft  go  in 
white  !"  What  is  all  this.  Sir  -,  pray  be  expli- 
cit ? 

Billy-  Laws  and  cuftoms  j  what  a  dunce  be 
fitter !  (he  doan't  know  fhe  is  to  be  married  this 
,  morning. 

Purse.  Juft  fo.  Bill.  Why,  Mrs.  Hidden 
Myftery,  the  Captain  is  to  come  this  morning 
to  marry  yew  >  for  I  have  made  the  bargain  wee 
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his  father ;  and  you  muft  be  civil  to  un,  and  go  ^ 
llrait  we  us  to  church. 

Fanny.;  Heaven  diredb  my  better  courfe!— 
Captain  Type  (/neering)  marry  me.  Sir !  No — 
I  would  fooner — (angrily)-^!  am  Ihocked  at 
your  barbarity.  I  live  in  a  free  country.  Sir. 
May  it  be  always  free ;  and  as  long  as  it  re- 
mains fo,  I  will  not  be  robbed  of  that  liberty 
my  country  gives  me,  {She  walks  about  Jvfiling) 
Hymen,    Sir,    fmiles  under  the   influence  of 

Magna  Charta.     (JPurfe  and  Billy  ftare  at  each 

.  other.) 

Billy.  fioymenT*--— Magnas  and  Chartas  I 
leather,  who  be  them  ? 

Purse.  O,  O,  fome  outlandifh  counts,  J 
feapofe,  of  her  own  choufmg. 

Billy,  Eefe  father,  or  fome  of  the  Mar* 
gate  Hoymen,  that  do  carry  our  corn,  butter, 
and  eggs  to  teaun, 

PuRSi.  May  hap  fo,  lad.  But  Mifs,  yew 
Ihall  have  the  Captain  ;  I  wifh  he  weer  a  come ; 
None  of  your  Hoymens,  or  your  Mr,  Carters  s 
your  father  fays  fo,  and,  and  Til  ma^e  yew  h^vp 
un. 

Fanny.  (afiJe)  Good  Heavens  |  their  ig- 
norance claims  pity.  Sir,  the  Captain  and  J 
can  never  meet.  He  is  a  difcredit  to  his  fex, 
gnd  to  his  profeflion. 

E  3  Purse, 
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Purse.  Well,  to  be  fiire !  this  is  impu- 
dence to  perfeftion.  I  fancy,  Mifs>  yew  have 
a  Ijten  among  the  players,  by  yeer  foine  crab- 
bed fpeechcs — ods  rammakins,  here  domes  the 
Captain,  as  merry  as  a  cricket. 

Enter  Captain,  bumming  in  a  ridiculous  manner. 

Capt.  Oh,  father  Purfe !  (Jhake  hands) 
brother  Billy,  how  do :  my  dear  Fan,  Tm  come; 
here  I  am,  armed  with  implements  to  fulfil  the 
cfontraft ;  {ta\es  out  the  licence^  and  Fm  ready 
for  the  attack,  {looks  at  his  watch)  Upon 
honor,  I'm  later  by  twenty  feconds  than  I  in- 
tended \  but  was  detained,  arranging  (bme  par- 
ticulars, with  refpeft  to  our  wedding- dinner. 
But,  my  dear  Fan,  don't  he  alarmed :  thou 
wilt  foon  be  rivetted  in  my  tranfported  heart. 
Why  in  mourning,  my  peach  ?  We  muft  away 
to  church ;  the  hour  of  twelve  approaches:  egad," 
a  place  I  have  not  beeri  at  fince  my  chriften- 
ing. 

FANNr.  Sir,  you  may  not  go  again  'till 
the  funeral  ceremony  is  performed,  if  you  wait 
my  attendance.  As  for  my  drefs.  Sir,  fome 
wear  black  for  joy;  others  for  forrow:  but 
neither  of  thofe  reafons  is  the  caufe  of  my 
appearing  in  black  this  rnprning  y  'twas  fancy, 
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Sir;  I  am  my  own  miftrefsj  and  ihall  difpofe 
of  myfelf  as  I  think  proper.  If  the  hearts  are 
not  united  before  marriage,  *tis  not  the  cere* 
mony  that  can  rivet  them,  '      *. 

Purse,  (to  the  Captain)  Yew  be  well  dif- 
pofed,  I  hop.  Captain. 

Captain.  Upon  honour;  O  yes,  yes, 
certainly. 

Billy.     So  yew  be;  ods  robblns,  let's goa; 
I  loves  to  hear  the  organs  of  the  cathedral  fing  i- 
it  is  a  tedious  deal  better  than  Nick  Scribble's 
pitch  pipe  in  owrn*     Oh !  that  it  werex)ver,  and 
dinner  cooked. 

.    Enter  TiMEW^LL  to  Purfe. 

TiMEW.  Sir,  pardon  a  ftranger,  {looks  fondly 
at  Fanny)  for  introducing  himfelf  thus  abruptly, 
I  prefqme.  Sir,  you  do  not  recoiled  me.  {Purjt 
views  him)  By  accident  I  learn't  of  yoqr  being 
in  town  ;  and  gratitude  obliged  me  to  come  in 
perfon,  to  return  you  thanks  for  your  former 
favors,     {afide)     O  that  heavenly  image  ! 

Fanny,  {afide)  How  my  heart  flutters  I 
That's— yes.  Sir,  the  gentleman  that  called*-* 
here 

Captain,     {afide)     An   impertinent  rafcal 

this.    J  fancy,  father  Purfe,  this  genius — I  take 
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him  to  be  an  impoftor :  this  is  a  prelude  to  beg- 
gary.    {Fanny  looks  .uneajy.) 

Purse.  May  hap  fo.  Captain  ;  but  I  thinks 
I  have  a  -feen  that  face  before  ncaw. 

TiMEWELL.  Indeed  you  have>  Sir;  and  you 
have  been  extremely  kind  to  it.  My  name.  Sir, 
is  Thomas  Timewell,  a  diftant,  but  unfortu^- 
nate  relation  of  yours,  and  whom  you  recom* 
mended  as  a  writer  to  theEaft-India-Company, 
about  ten  years  ago. — Not  the  impoftor,  that 
Gentleman  fuppofes. 

Purse,  (not  quite  convinced)  Toni  Time-f 
well! 

Billy.  Ay,  father,  Tom  Scribble  we  ufc 
to  call  un — ?Fan,  didft  not  ufe  to  love  un  ? 

Fanny,     Hold  your  tongue* 

TiMEw.     The  fame.  Sir. 

Capt.  Upon  my  honor  Tarn  right;  I 
thought  him  one  of  the  vulgar,  out  of  the 
very  dregS; — ey  Mifs  Purfe — a  fcribbler, 

TiMEW.     (jiartles)  Mifs  Purfe  !         (aftde.} 

Fanny.  In  the  dregs  are  often  found  the 
ftrongeft  particles,  that  lay  concealed,  under 
fuch  floating  bubbles  as 

Purse.  Hold,  thy  prattle.  Fan.— —Tom 
Timewell,  moi  relation — give  me  thy  hand ; 
(Jhakes  bands)  ods  rammakins,  I  am  tedious 
proud  to.  fe  tha  ^  mortal  proud,  furely  J  what 
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Kaft  a  done  with  thyfelf?  I  feapofc,  thou  be 
what  they  do' call  Annabob  neaw. 

TiMEw.  A  very  poor  one.  Sir,  tho'  I  had 
in  the  Eaft  realized  fix  thoufand'  pounds :  I 
worked  hard  for  it,  and  never  plundered  a 
fhilling.  But,  unfortunately,  on  my  paffage 
home,  the  Ihip  was  caft  away  upon  the  rocks 
of  St.  Helena,  and  I  loft  my  ^11,  but  two  hun- 
dred pounds.  On  my  arrival  in  town,  I 
wa§  advifed  by  a  friend,  to  rifqUe  fifty  in 
the  publication  of  ^  newfpaper,  which.  I  im-^ 
prudently  embraced,  and  have  fince  loft;  but 
I  hope,  foon  to  be  in  ^  more  eligible  fituation^ 
<Jian  beggary,  as  that — Ihadow^-^ 

Purse,  Faith,  then,  that  weer  unlucky, 
iboft  not  know  thofc  young  fprigs  ?  there  be 
my  daughter  Fan,  and  fon  Billy :  and  the  Cap-* 
tain  will  be  married  to  her,  un  by, 

TiMEw.  (afide)  Married  !  deathl  (looking 
affeiiionottely  at  Fannys  with  contemft  on  tb^ 
Captain)  They  have,  really,  outgrown  my 
knowledge. 

Capt,  I  am  not  wrong  in  my  conjedures, 
old  dad  i  he  has  the  very  cant  of  your— —great 
man  in  diftrefs— no  mo^e  like  your  faoiilyj  than 
^  French  cook  is  like  an  Engliih  one ;  the 
former  known  b.y  his  graccfulncfs,  and  the  latter 
^y  his  vulgarity, 

Fanny, 
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Fanny^  (aftde)  Infolent  wretch !  Sir,  it 
is  not  a  crime  to  be  poor :  misfortunes  too  fre- 
quently attend  the  fenfible,  the  honeft,  the 
modeft  and  the  brave.  But,  'tis  neither  fenfible, 

honeft,  or  humane,  to  upbraid  the  fufferer. 

Mr.  Timewell,  I  am  (Concerned  for  your  mif- 
fortunps. 

PuRSK.  The  wench  is  mad — ^how  you  chat- 
/  ter.  Fan  ! 

Billy.  So  Ihc  be,  father,  all  over  magpye, 
{lays  bis  band  to  his  waiftcvat)  O  !  laws,  bro- 
ther, I  hav€  a  mortal  yearning  in  my  belly — ^I 
hope  there  be  pudding  for  dinner. 

Ca^t.  Upon  my  honour,  we  (hall  be  too 
late*  I  think,  Fan,  we  had  better  take  our  tea, 
after  the  knot  is  tied. 

Fanky.  Talk  not  of  knots.  Sir,— rnever-— 
the  knot  already  on  your  flioulder  is  diigraced : 
pull  it  off. 

Capt.  The  devil  you  wont!—you  know 
better  than  that ;  fubalterns  muft  be  obedient 
to  their  commanders,  ey  father  Purfe.  My 
knot !  O  !  damn  it,  this  knot  coft  me-— • 

Famny.     Coft  me  ! 

Purse.  How  ncaw,  why  fo  frownifli  and 
f^  grumpifti.  Fan  ?  Ods  rammakins,  Tom,  I  am 
^ing  to  buy  fix  ihares  in  a  news-paper  too, 

and 
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and)  and  I  (hall  get  a  power  of  money  for  inris 
and  Ton  Billy  is  a  going  to  learn  the  art« 

TiMEw.  I  am  forry  you  engaged  fo  deep. 
Sir :  *tis  a  very  precarious  bufinefs.  But,  pray 
what  paper  is  it  you  are  going  to  embark  in  ? 
(afide)  Still  avaricious,  I  find. 

Purse.  O  laws  !  why,  Mr.  Type  the  prin* 
ter  of»  ■  ■ 

Billy.  Eefc,  fo  it  be,  fathers  and  poet's 
corner  forl.^— 

Tim?.  Mr.  Type  !  Sir— I  hope  not.  I'm 
very  forry  you  fliould  rifcjue  your  money  in 
fuch  hands  5  the  printer  of  the  very  paper  that 
hasimpofed  upon  me,-^Ifyou  have  not  paid  the 
Oioney,  take  the  gdvice  of  a  friend :  have 
nothing  to  do  with  him  or  his  paper-^-he  is  anr 
Impoftor.  Did  ypy  never  hear  of  Captain  Type^ 
his  fon  ? 

Fanny,  (afide)  Good  creature  !  a  fortunate 
difcovery !  Captain  Type,  I  prefume  this  Cap- 
tain here  is  the  very  perfon^  that  my  father  is  fp 
much  enamoured  of. 

TiMEw.     Youaftonifti  me,  Mifs  1 

Capt.  Yes,  beggar — fellow,  didft  thou^ 
muftiroom,'call  my  father  an  impoftor?  Zounds^ 
fcribbler,  you  wound  the  honour,  the  reputation 
of  my  family,  (unjheatbs  bis /word)  Revenge  | 
vengeance  I 

BjL^Y, 
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Billy.  O  brother!  brother!  doan't  kill 
un,  doant  kill  un,  or  v^  fhall  be  hanged  elfe. 

TiMEW,  (dijdainfully)  Put  up  yOur  fy/ord, 
fapling :  this  is  not  a  place  to  difplay  the  profef  • 
fion. — When  you  had  an  opportunity  of  ferv- 
ing  your  king  and  country  in  Annerica,  you, 
like  many  more,  deferted  the  caufe  of  Britain, 
and  like  a  bafe  coward,  (Capain  frigbtedy  puts 
np  hhjwofdy  and/mells  to  bis  bottle)  nay,  more,  a 
traitor— deferted  to  the  enemy  /  then  was  re- 
taken and  juftly  difgraced.  I  fhould  think 
myfelf  as  great  a  villain  as  yourfelf,  did  J 
with-hold  the  myftery  from  this  family,  to 
whom  I  am  fo  much  indebted :— Sir,  let  me 
tell  you,  that  emblem  of  the  foldier  you  wear  in 
your  hat,  has  no  bufinefs  there,  (takes  it  out — f 
Captain  much  frighted)'  This  fliould  decorate 
a  man. 

Purse.  What  I  hew,  not  a  Captain,  and 
Mr.  Type  the  printer,  not  a  gentleman — ods 
rammakins.  Fan,  if  thou  beant  ^  witch — why, 
Billj  this  be  mortally  ftrange,  Mr.  Timewell, 
if  as  how  yew  fay  be  true,  why,  this  be  friend- 

fliip    indeed. What !    to  marry    my    only 

daughter  to  a  coward,    and   a  cheat! -0 1 

mercy  on  us. 

TiMEw.  Upon  the  word  of  an  honeft  man, 
I  don't  deceive  you. 

A  Billy* 
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Billy.  O  dear  !  I  am  a  moft  famifhed ;  my 
bowels  do  bounce  and  crackle^  like  Indian 
fquibbers. 

Capt,  Good,  good  Mr.  Purje  ! — My  dear 
Father  ! — don't — 

TiMEw.  Talk  not,  Sir,  of  what  is  good ; — 
you — Mr.  Pur/e,  there  Hands  the  culpritj  let 
him  plead  not  guilty  ? — I  am  well  informed  of 
his  conduft.  Sir,  when  enfign  in  America  j  and 
grieved  to  the  foul,  that  our  Englifh  heroes  arc 
under  the  cruel  neceffity  of  beipg  enroU'd  with 
fuch  jQiadows,  when  real  fub^ances  have  re- 
mained unemployed. 

Capt,  (trembling)  Why,  Mr.  Purfe^  to 
be  fure— what  that  fel — Scrib — that  man  there, 
faysi  I  was  in  America,  in  the  army,  fighting 
for  my  country, — but  the — climate — did  not 
agree — ^with  me,«— and  I  petitioned  the  com- 
mander— too— -for  a  conzie  ! — in  confequencc 
of  a  complication  of  diforders. 

Fanny.  I  fancy,  noble  Captain,  that  diC- 
order  was  a  feign'd  one  :  it  lay  very  near  the 
heart !  O  Lord,  Ma'am  !  Thofe  armourer's 
{hops,  that  you  fee  difpofed  about  the  town, 
they  won't  do  for  us  $  no,  they  will  not  ftand 
the  thruft  !  Arc  you  fond  of  confeftionary,  my 
fwcet  ooe !  This  is  the  brave,  the  gallant  Captain 
^yp€^  of  the  3d  Regiment  of  Foot-Guards  I 

who 
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who  prefers  halr-powder  to  gun -powder!  And 
fugar  plumbs  to  muffcet-balls  ! — And  the  intercft 

of  his  country— away  ! OI  Mr.  Timewell! 

You  have  done  a  good  aftion  !  Gratitude  tells 
me,  you  are  not  without  a  friend.  Your  ho- 
n6fty,  your  fpirit,  has  a  right,  in  my  opinion, 
to  command  the  further  afliftance  of  my  fa- 
mily. 

Capt.  Stab  my  vitals,  if  Ihe  is^not  in  love 
with  the  rafcal !  Its  time  to  beat  the  march : 
a  good  retreat  is  the  quinteffence  of  good  ge- 
neralfhip.  (afide)  (To  T'imewellJ — ^Were  you 
not  below  my  fpeech.  Scribble^  I  ftiould  fend 
thee  my  glove.  (Timewell  advances  J  A'  dzmncd 
ignorant  crew  this,  (Exit  in  a  hurry.  Timewell 
and  Fanny  laugh.) 

Billy.  Stop!  ftop !  Captain  1  you  bean't 
married ! 

Purse,  Let  un  go.  Bill ;  let  un  go :  he's 
as  poor,  in  pocket,  as  in  hearty  and  rich  enough 
in  impudence 


EjUer  Treasurer  of  the  P^pet^with  a  large  roll 
of  parchments 

Treasurer,  (to  Vurfe)  I  am  dire£ted  and 

commandied,by  the  order  of  Mr,  Type^  and  Mr. 

%  Revife^ 
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Revlfc^  to  receive  three  hundred  pounds,  for  fix 
(hares  in  their  paper  ;  and  thcfe  are  the  articles 
which  you  are  to  fign.  Further,  they,  unite  in 
compliments — bufinefs  prevents  their  attending 
you  this  morning  at  the  appointed  hour;  but 
they  will  not  fail  attending  the  nuptials  at  dinner. 
Notwithftanding— (^^/j/r^v^r/  ^imewelL-^afide) 
How  the  devil  comes  this  fellow  here  ?  I  have 
pen  and  ink.  Sin 

Purse,     That  may  be.— But  Mr.  Sir,  beant 
you  Mr.  Bouhlefee^  the  lawyer  ? 

Treas.     The  identical  perfon ;  a  near  rcla* 

tion  of  Mr.  Type's  :  and  now,  I  prefume,  nearly 

allied  to  your  worthy  family.  *^ 

Fannv.     a  very  fortunate  alliance,  indeed ! 

Treas.     Madam,  you,  you  do  us  honour: 

I  beg  to  congratulate  you,  upon  the  happy  event. 

Fanny.     You  are  really  very  polite,  Mr. 

Boublefee^     Why   yes,  you  may  give  the  famil/ 

joy — of  fo  fortunate  an  cfcapc. 

Treas.   (aftde)  What  the  devil !  I  fear  they 
have  fprung  a  mine  upon  us. — I  am  happy. 

Ma'am 

Purse.     Come,  come,  Mr. 1  muft  tell 

tha — thou  art  out  of  a  roguifli  family;  and  you 
txt  all  rogues  alike.  Doan't  dilly  dally  here, 
Mun  ! — Get  about  tha  bufinefs,  and  tell  um — 

your 
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your  Types  and  Revifes,  I'll  have  nothing  to  do 
wc  urn. 

Treas.  The  devil  you  wont!  then,  Sir^ 
you'll  hear  from  me,  for  a  breach  of  Contraft, 
and  for  fcandalum  magnatum. 

TiMEw.  Don't  be  infolent,  left  I  double 
you  up.  Sir,  as  you  do  yoyr  parchment,  (takes 
bim  by  the  Jhoulders)  away,  Sir,  you  tricking-^* 
(turns  bim  out.) 

Fanny,     (ajide)  His  fpirit  charms  me, 

PaRSE,  Friend  Timewell,  give  me  your 
hand,  (Jhake  hands)  I  am  tedioufly  thankful  to 
you  ;  yew  have  a  faved  me^  and  fon  Billys  may 
hap,  from  ruin.  That  dear  girl,  my  daughter, 
theer,  had  fenfe  enough  to  have  a  feaved  her- 
felf,  and  forfouthe^  flie  feed  my  ruin.  But  I, 
an  obftinate  old  fool,  cou'd  not  fee  that,  I  am 
a  now  fenfible  of  my  own  folly  and  inexpe- 
rience 5  and  hew  to  make  you  amends,  do  yew 
fee,  Timewell,  I  doan't  know.  By  this  here, 
now,  experience  has  taught  me  never  to  choofe 
another  hufband  for  my  very  good  girl :  but,, 
weer  I  to  fix,  I  doan't  a  know  a  more  worthier 
man  than  yeer  fel,  to  be  moi  fon-in-law. 

Fanny,  (afide)  Happy  choice  !  Why  will 
iny  heart  thus  betray  itfelf !  It  will  hurry  mc 
into  a  confeiilon* 

TiMEW. 
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TiKifiw,  What  I  have  done.  Sir,  was  bnly 
what  every  honeft  man  would  chofe  to  do ;  and 
what  has  been  done,  was  merely  accidental. 
As  to  becoming  your  fon'^in-law.  Sir,  that's  an 
honour  I — tho'  I  could — I  am  unworthy  (6 
much  virtue,  judgment,  and  good  fenfe.  Bci* 
fides.  Sir,  ^j/jr  Purjey^^  I  have  no  will  of  my 
own,  but  ixhcmtXoMifsFamiy^  in  whofc  bofom, 
^-s*-'tis  fhe  alone.  Sir,  can  determine, 

Fannv*  (afide.)  His  tofigue  faulters,  his 
eye.gliftens,  he  may  love  me.  (to  her  Father.) 
Sir,  I  congratulate  you,  upon  this  happy  efcape  $ 
I  muft  intreat  your  pardon,  if  I  have  faid 
any  thing  unworthy  your  child:  and,  if 
now  your  future  happinefs  depends  on  nie. 
Sir,  I  put  myfelf  in  your  power,  to  be  dif- 
pofed  oO  as  you  ihall  judge;  and  that 
right  I  claimed,  I  now  rcfign  into  your 
hands. 

PiTRsE.  Yew  dear,  dear  wench,  come  kift 
ma,  (kijfes)  that  is  being  very  dutiful:  and 
Fan^  theare  bean^t  a  thing  under  the  name  of 
Puffe^  that  you  Iheant  a  have.  Well,  ST/w/- 
well^  what  think'ft  neaw  of  Fani  doft  think 
thou  couldft  love  her?  Fan^  what  think'ft  of 
Timewell  ? 

TiMiw.  Love  her,  Sir !  my  fituation  in  life 
F  is 
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is  fo  far  below— to  diftraftion— but.  Madam, 
I  am  not  worthy. 

Fanny.  An  honeft  man  you  have  proved 
yourfelf,  and  a  grateful  one;  and  I  think  fuch  a 
charaftcr  worthy  any  woman  j  if  you  think  my 
confidence (blujhes.) 

Purse.  Well,  well,  now  I  think  I  Ihall  make 
a  rare  joint.  Come,  Fatty  give  moi  thoi  hand ; 
I  do  think  I  am  right  neaw :  (joins  hands)  here, 
^imewelly  I  give  thee,  by  her  own  confent,  and 
my  own  too,  mine  only  daughter.  She  be  a 
good  girl,  make  her  a  good  hufband,  and  I  fhall 
prove  to  yew,  a  lafting  friend ;  blcfs  ya  both. 
Weil  have  a  dance,  and  be  as  merry  as  hop- 
pickers. 

Billy.  That*s  nice,  (wbiftks)  Bean't  the 
Captain  to  come,  and  dance  too  ?  O  laws ! 
we  (hall  have  rare  feafting. 

TiMEw.  Sir,  my  love  for  your  daughter  fhall 
never  be  diminifhed.  I  hope  the  opinion,  the 
confidence  you  have  placed  in  me.  Sir,  (hall 
henceforth  be  as  fatisfaftory  to  you,  as  they 
are  now  honourable  to  him,  whom  you  have 
thought  worthy  of  being  your  fon. 

Purse.  Be  happy  boath,  and  I  (hall  lieve 
cohtent. 

Fanny.      O  Sir!    {to    her  father.) O 

TimcwcU  ! 
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Timcwell !  Now  all  lAy  wifhcs  arc  crowned : 
your  firft  appearance  bade  fair  for  happinefsj 
your  conduft  led  to  it^  and  now  I  am  arrived 
at  the  haven  of  blifs. 

May  every  coxcomb  woman's  hatred  move. 
And  only  men  of  merit  gain  their  love. 


THE      END. 
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DRAMATIS    P  E  R  S  O  N  M. 


MEN. 

SIR    HUMPHREY    F I C  K  L  £,  A  young  GenUeman 
of  Fortune*  addi^led  to  the  falhionable  Follies  of  the  Times. 

MEANLY,  and  PICKLE,  Two  Sycophants,  and  Inti- 
mates of  Sir  Humphrey's. 

SEYMOUR,    A  reformed  Rake,   and  Friend  of  Sir  Hum- 
phrey's. 

COL.    FORESIGHT,    In  love  with  Amelia. 
BUMP  E  R,     Servant  to  Sir  Humphrey. 
BRIBE,    Servant  to  Meanly. 

WOMEN. 

LADY    FICKLE,  Wife  of  Sir  Humphrey :  Iively,but  vir- 
tuous. 

AMELIA,  Sifter  to  Mrs.  Seymour,  in  love  with  the  Colonel. 

LADY    BELL    CLAPPER^  A  gofllping,  intriguing 
old  Lady. 

MRS.SEYMOUR,    A  Friend  of  Lady  Fickle's,  and  Wife 
of  Mr.  Seymour. 

MRS,    MEANLY,    Wife  of  Meanly  i    by  her  HuAand's 
Ill-treatment,  difcovers  a  Plot  laid  for  Lady  Fickle  and  Amelia. 

MOTHERLY,    A  faithful  old  Servant  to  Lady  Fickle. 

P  R  A  T  T  L  E,    Waiting.woman  to  Amelia. 
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A    C    T      I. 

SCENE    I.      Sir  Humphrey  Fickle,  Seymour^ 
and  Meanly y  Jeated  at  a  table  drinking. 

» 

Sir    Humphrey, 

CONFOUND  your  morality,  Seymour; 
your  late  fea  voyage  has  extingui(h*d 
your  fire,  {looking  at  him.)  Whztz,  mcthodift- 
ical  face ! 

Meanly.  I  deny  it;  a  wife !  a  wife!  Ma- 
trimony is  the  caufc  of  this  eclipfe;  'tis  matri- 
.   y  ^     F4  mony. 
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tiii>ny  that  robs  him  of   his  fire;  he  has  not 
digefted  the  honey-moon. 

Seym.  Thoughtl^fs  rogues  !  as  great  rattles 
as  ever!  I  was  in  hopes  to  have  found  the  im- 
petuous tide  of  your  fpirits  ebbing  at  my  return: 
bvt  It  now  flows  with  equal  rapidity. 

Sir  Humph.  So  it  Ihouldj  here  it  flows. 
O  Lord  !  O  Lord  !  poor  Seymour !  poor  Sey- 
mour! Charge  the  glafles.  Meanly.  (^lls 
Jumpers)  Brimmers,  brimmers,  (each  tak* 
ing  a  butnptr)  Here's  liberty  tp  hulbands.  (jbey 
drink.') 

Meanly.  Bravo!  bravo!  {beating  the  ta^ 
ble).  a  good  one.  This  night  we'll  devote  to 
jollity,  ey,  Seymour  j  (fills)  my  toafl:,  my  toaft; 
here  goes,  here  goes,  (^drinks.) 

Seym.  A  forfeit  j  (fills  bis  glafs)  you  forgot 
your  toafl:. 

Sir  Humph.  Right;  bravo!  bravo!  the 
toafl:,  damn  me,  the  toafl:.  Meanly. 

Meanly.  With  all  my  foul  j  all  fair,  (jak^ 
ing  the  gl^s)  Never  flinch  from  a  bymper  of 
(plarct :  I  hate  infringements  upon  cufliom,  a$ 
w^M  as  the  Gonfl:itution.  Then,  here's  fuc€efs 
to  th^  divine  Thelypthora, 

Sir  Hump.  Excellent  j  the  more  wives  the 
ipcjpritr :  fr^lh  wives  are  new  fourccs  of  plea- 
fiire*    Pppylation  is  die  liffi  and  foul  of  th« 

kingdom. 
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kingdom,   (drinks)   Seymour,  your  toaft,  my 
worthy. 

Seym.  With  all  my  heart }  but  firft,  I  beg 
an  explanation  of  the  laft.  I  never  fay  yes  or 
no,  for  or  againft  the  majority,  as  long  as  I 
poffefs  an  opinion  of  my  own  :  pever  vote  by 
proxy :  never  truft  my  confcience  in  the  hands 
of  another. 

Meanly.  What,  Mr.  Morality,  did  you 
never  read  the  Thelypthora  ? 

Seym.  Upon  my  honor,  never  heard  of  it. 
Sir  Humph.  A  gentleman,  too,  and  never 
heard  of  the  invaluable  Thelypthora !  then  you 
may,  why  then  you  may  purchafe  heaven  for  a 
few  fhillings  j  glide  on  fmoothly  to  your  jour- 
ney*s  end,  oyer  a  fca  of  pleafure. 

Meanly.  Moft  certainly :  there  is  liberty  to 
us  Benedifts,  and  freedom  to  range  in  the  field 
of  love;  anybody. — 

Seym.  Your  conceits  are  myfteriousj  be 
explicit,  and  let  mc  partake  of  the  humour. 

MeanLy.  Thelypthora !  O  charmingly  di- 
vine !  the  high,  road  to  Paradife ;  the  Elyfian 
Fields ;  the  Madenian  philofophy  i  that  proves, 
clearly  proves,  that  a  man  may  have  as  many 
wives,  aye  as  many  wives  as  he  pleafes. 

Sir  Humph.  Moft  pioufly  he  proves.  Joia 
the  toaft,  my  boy. 

Seym, 
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Seym.  I  think  the  philofophy  infernal.  What 
the  devil ! — But,  pray,  are  not  the  wives  to  en- 
joy an  equal  privilege  ? 

Sir  Humph.  No,* thank  you  :  there  we  have 
apuUiipon  thefex. 

Meanly.  The  hufband  governs :  fubalterns 
niuft  be  obedient  to  their  commanders. 

Seym.  A  dodtrine  the  moft  wretched  and 
contemptible.  Cold  tyranny  in  a  hufband  puts 
fair  virtue  in  danger,  and  fubjcfts  her  to  fet- 
ters, when  innocence  is  abufed  by  the  hufband, 
who  ought  to  fortify  and  proteft  it.  It  opens 
the  door  to  inconftancy,  that  would  otherwifc 
be  irrefiflibly  (hut. 

Sir  Humph.  Confound  your  delicacy  and 
modefl:  fentiments  j  reverfe  the  fcenc,  and  give 
us  a  fentiment,  new  and  animated. 

Seym.  With  all  the  good  will  of  a  hufband 
to  one  wife.  May  the  honeymoon  of  matri- 
mony never  be  eclipfed  by  the  Madenian  vapours. 

Meanly.    Ofie!  OfieJ  ipfipidftulF! 

Enter    Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  the  coach  is  ready,  (all  getting  up.) 
Sir  Humph.  Our  hats  and  fwords.  Come,  you 

dogs,  let's  to  King's  Place ;  and  there — O  the 

pretty,  pretty  little  rogues ! 

Seym. 
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Seym.     Diflipated  wretches !  . 

Meanly.  Diflipated!  ha!  ha!  diflipated. — 
6  Lord!  OLord!  You  may  (land  neiuter;  you 
have  no  occafion  to  enter  tht  lifts;  there  is  no 
compulfion,  man.  Hang  your  fcruples.  You 
have  been  married  now  a  month — and,  what  the 
devil — come  along.     (^Cakes  him  by  the  arm.) 

Seym.     It  wont  do;   I  have  a  wife. 

Meanly.  Pho,  pho;  never  mind  your  wife; 
keep  the  check-rein  in  your  own  hand;  and  in 
time— (/^)5:^J  him  by  the  other  arm)  confound  your 
fond,  obedient  hufbands.  Come,  my  buck, 
variety  is  the  leading  finew  of  the  ton.  {fulls 
him  along.) 

Seym.  I  have  had  too  much  of  the  ton  :  I 
have  protefted  againft  its  follies. 

Sir  Humph,  and  Meanly.  Bravo!  bravo! 
bravo  I  (Exeunt.) 

Enter  Toper  reelings  examines  the  bottles. 

Toper.  Terrible  doings  thefe:  how  gen- 
tlemen will  drink ! — All,  all  empty  j  not  a  drop 
left,  to  fquench  one's  thirfl:}  killed  with  work; 
and,  and,  nothing  left,  to,  to  comfort  nae.— 
Thou  art  wrong.  Toper  j  here,  you  dog,  in 
here;  here  it  is.  {puttingthe bottle  to  his  mouth) 
Here's  to  thee.  Toper,  {drinks)  Cha,  charming 
claret;  yes,  fine  light  wine.  I  pity  this  family. — 

Such 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


7^  T  H  E      M  O  D  £, 

Such  extravagance !  I  have  a  great  regard  for 
Sir  Humphrey  and  my  Lady,  {drinks)  Terri- 
ble doings! 

Enter  Bribe:  takes  the  Bottle  from  bis  Mouth. 

Bribe*  So,  fo,  Mr,  Toper,  helping  the 
wine  merchant. 

Toper.  Aye,  and  Sir  Humphrey  too.— 
The  more  we  drink,  the  lefs  we  care  for  fcold- 
ing.  Mailer  fays,  I,  I  drink  too  much,  Mr, 
Bribe  ;  and  the  wine  merchant  fays,  I  drink  too 
little ;  fo  we  are  never  in  the  right.  Matter  fays, 
I  get  drunk — ^which  is  falfe  j  the  wine  merchant 
fays,  I  live  foo  fober — he's  right  5  yes,  yes,  he 
is,  Mr.  Bribe,  very  right. 

Bribe.  Matters,  Mr.  Toper,  are  apt  to 
condemn  in  us,  what  they  are  guilty  of  them- 
felves.  (pours  and  drinks.)  This  wine  has  a  fine 
fmack,  a  vinous  clarety  flavour.  Sir  Hum- 
phrey pays  his  bills  pretty  regular,  I  prefume  ? 

Toper.     Every   three    or   four  years — his 
tradefmen's  bills,  when  the  law  obliges  him. 
,  But  he  wants  to  get  into  the  Houfe,  and  then 
they  can't  get  into  his. 

Bribe.  That  Houfe  is  a  protection  :  there 
the  law  is  made,  on  the  fame  ground  'tis 
evaded. — Pray  now,  my  dear  Toper,  have  you 
heard  this  ftrangc  report  ? 

Toper* 
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.  Toper,  Report !  O  yes,  there  arc  fourteen 
to  be  hanged  on  the  new  gallows^  according 
to  that  report. 

Bribe.  Fho^  I  mean  the  report^  refpefling 
your  family. 

Toper.  Any  body  in  our  family  reported  to 
be  hang*d  too  ? 

Bribe.  Ffhaw  !  you  mifunderftand  me ;  I 
mean  the  report  in  your  family — 'tis  a  ftrange 
affair,  talked  of  all  oyer  the  town^  in  every 
tavern,  and  in  every  mouth. 

Toper.  .  No,  'tis  not  in  mine. 

Bribe.  Then  FU  tcU  you — ^herc,  this  way— 
for  your  life  be  fecret. 

Toper.     I  have  not  had  it  yet. 

Bribe.  They  do  fay,  that  Sir  Humphrey 
is  a  cuck — old,  and  is  going  to  be  divorced. 

Toper*  Then  he  fliould  wear  horns* — I  fee 
no  appearance  of  their  Iprouting  yet. 

Bribe.    But  do  you  think  it  true  ? 

Toper.  I  can't  tell :  how,  how  the  devil  can 
I  tell,  Fm  neither  pillow,  or  bolfter  to  my 
lady ;  but  I  fliould  think  it  a  damn'd  lie-*-I  fancy 
Ihe  takes  as  much  care  of  herfclfi  as  the 
reft  of  the  quality :  that  may  be  little  enough 
too.  (bell  rings.)  The  devil !  flie*s  come  home  i 
the  bell  rings. 

Bribe. 
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Bribe,  (frighted)  Zounds  !  I  hope  Ihe's 
not  coming  this  way :  I  wou'd  not  meet  her 
for  a  thoufand :  good  night,  good  night.  Toper, 
I  find,  is  ignorant  of  the  report,  (afide. — Exit.) 

Toper.  {Bell  rings)  I  can't  fly,  can  I? 
{rings)  Softly,  gently,  my  good  lady,  {rings^  I 
wifli  I  had  wings — I  think  die  wench  has 
foap'd  the  floors  for  my  part,  I  flip,  {rings)  I 
can't  ft  and.  {Exit.) 


S     C    E    N    E        IL 

Enter  Lady  Fickle,  and  Motherly. 

Lady  Fick.  Is  the  rouge,  arid  the  pearl- 
powder,  arid  

Moth.  Yes  ma'am,  every  x:ofmetic,  the 
Olympian  dew,  the  milk  of  rofcs,  the  marefchal 
powder,  the  fredkle  water,  and,  and  a  thoufand 
otlier  nonfenfical  things. 

Lady  Fick.  Why,  quality  fliould  be  known 
at  adiftance.  One's  title  is  announced  by  the 
prominency  of  one's,  charms. 

Moth.  Lord !  madam,  you  want  na  em- 
bellifl)ments,  no  borrowed  charms  -,  nature  has 
been  too  bountiful  to  admit  of  art : — ^befides, 
madam,  you  that  have  a  hufband. 

Lady  Fick.  The  ytiy  reafon^  why  I  de- 
corate 
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corate — not  fo  much  to  pleafe  myfelf,  as  'tis  to 
obey  Sir  Humphrey's  didtatorial  commands. 

Moth.  Well,  Vm  fure,  if  I  was  a  man, 
art  fhould  never  attraft  my  love  and  notice. 
One  fincere  fmile,  cloathed  in  native  inno- 
cence,  I  fliou'd  prefer  tp  a  thoufand  purchafed. 

Lady  Fick.  Were  you  a  wife,  you  wou*d 
have  a  hufband  to  pleafe. 

Moth.  If  my  wholefome  and  natural  charms 
did  not  pleafe  him,  and  keep  him  firm  to  the 
marriage  vow  :  I  give  you  my  word,  ma'am^  I 
fliou'd  never  be  a  flave  to  art. 

Lady  Fick.  Your  obfervations  are  good  in 
theory  :  but  will  not  ftand  the  teft  of  prafticc. 

Moth.  Well,  for  my  part — if  hufbands 
praftife  fuch  tyranny,  I,  I  believe,  I  Ihall  pro- 
teft  againft  matrimony,  and  think  no  more 
about  it — die  on  the  bed  of  .honour,  and  return 
to  the  womb  of  earth,  a  pure,  unfpotted  maid. 

Lady  Fick.  An  admirable  refolution  !  but. 
Motherly,  I  wou'd  not  have  you  make  any 
rafli  vows  j  you  may  be  more  at  liberty :  all 
men,  fure,  are  not  alike. 

Moth.  To  a  man,  I  have  declared  war 
againft  th^  fex ;  and  am  d^ermined  the  beft 
that  ever  wore  a  head  (hall  not  open  his  mouth 
to  me  oh  the  tender  paffions ;  no,  I  Ihall  ever 
think  them  beneath  my  notice.    But,  were  I 
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to  be  married^  I  Ihou'd  not  be  a  dupe  to  any 
man's  Whims,  to  break  my  reft,  and,  and*— —• 

Lady  Fick.  I  think  your  obfervations 
perfc6tty  right.— But,  Motherly,  Vm  not  what 
the  world  foppofe  me  to  be — I'm  a  perfeft 
counterfeit,  a  mere  hypocrite,  yet  there  is  none 
I  injure :  but  my  own  fecrct  reflexions  carry^ 
with  them  their  punilhment.— Fm  ready  to  fink 
with  fatigue,  when  the  hurry  of  the  day  ts  over. 
Did  Sir  Humphrey  allow  me  a  will  of  my  own, 
I  ihou'd  baniih  routes  and  mafquerades,  and 
wear  but  one  face,  and  that  in  its  natural  form. 
And^  inftead  of  retiring  to  bed  at  four  or 
five  o'clock  in  the  morning,  I  (hould  never 
exceed  the  hour  of  twelve-— go  to  the  play 
t^ce  a  week,  and  to  the  opera  once  a  fort- 
ni^t;  my  other  days  I  ihould  dedicate 
to  domcftic  aiFairs  and  a  few  feledt  friends,— 
But  to  be  tolerably  happy,  I  muft  obey  Sir 
Humphrey,  and  appear  to  him  to  be  by  art, 
what  Vm  really  not  by  nature. 

MoTH^  I  would  appear,  madam,  in  my  real 
charafter,  and  wou'd  not  be  a  counterfeit,  were 
I  to  marry  a  king.  Madam,  I  have  fomething 
of  confequence  to  relate— to  which  I  beg  your 
fecrct  ear. 

Lady  Fick.  Proceed,  I  pray  you:  i  never 
reftrained  your  tongue,  nor  fejefted  your 
counfcl. 

.  2  MOTH» 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


A       C  O  M  £  D  Y.  8] 

Moth,  From  an  infant,  I  have  known  you  j 
nurfed  you  moft  tenderly,  from  your  cradle, 
to  the  prefent  moment :  and  I  hold  myfelf 
bound  by  gratitude  and  afFeftion,  to  declare  to 
you — indeed,  madam,  I  fhou'd  think  myfelf 
more  your  enemy  than  your  friend,  to  conceal 
from  you,  the  language  the  world  fpeaks — ^your 
reputation  1 

Lady  Fick.     What  of  my  reputation  ? 

Moth.  Nay,  madam,  I  befeech  you,  don't 
be  difpleafed — I'll  out  with  the  truth,  if  I  for- 
feit, what  I  hold  moft  valuable,  your  proteftion. 

Lady  Fick.  Oh!  heavens!  my  reputa- 
tation!  You  alarm  me — yet,  why  fhou'd  I 
be  alarmed — my  innocence — wha,  what  dares 
the  world  to  fay  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Lady  Bell  Clapper's  compliments  to 
your  ladyfhip ;  fhe's  at  the  door  in  her  car- 
riage, and  wou'd  be  glad  of  your  company, 
to  fee  the  balloon  at  the  Pantheon. 

Lady  Fickle,  My  compliments  ;  I'll  at- 
tend her  ladyfhip  in  a  moment.  Well,  Mo- 
therly, we'll  take  another  opportunity. 

Moth.  When  I  fhall  finilh,  what  my  re- 
jgard  and  affeftion  will  force  me  to  reveal. 

G  Lady 
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LApY  FicK.  At  prefent,  I  have  not  leifurc 
to  hear  more — I  muft  attend  my  Lady  Bell 
Clapper— get  me  my  cloak  and  muff,  f  raw- 
ning  to  the  glajs)  The  beft  rouge  I  ever  had-—ra 
moft  admirable  bloom  1  I  thirtk  'tis  called  the 
|naidcn-bluih. 

Moth,     It  is,  my  lady. 

Lady  Fick.  Come,  Motherly,  O  dear  I 
Lady  Bell  will  think  me  loft, 

Mqth.  I  wilh  fbe  may  not  be  the  caufc 
of  your  reputation  being  ioft,a5  well  as  her  own. 
{ofid^.)  (JExeum.) 


End  of  the  First  Act. 


ACT 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


A      C  O  M  E  D  Y^  9 J 


ACT        11. 

SCENE  I.  PalUMalL  Di/rovers  Sir 
Humphrey,  Seymour,  and  Meanly  :—<• 
Jack  Pickle  coming  out  of  a  Hou/e. 

Sir  Humphrey. 

THIS   way,  you  rogues,  here,  here,  in 
here— there  ftands  our  Belvidere. 

Meanly,  (runs  up  to  the  door)  I  know  it 
well;  now  for  my  goddefs.  (as  bf  approaches. 
Jack  Pickle  comes  out.)  Here  he  is.  Pickle 
has  got  the  ftart. 

Sir  Humph.  The  jolly  dog  has  ftolen  a 
march  upon  us.  (Pickle  attempts  an  efcape)  No 
forfakingme,  no  retreating — re-enter,  my  buck, 
and 

Pickle.  Never  retreat,  as  long .  as  I  am 
able  to  advance — never  flinch  from  a  lafs,  or 
a  bottle.  (Seymour  attempts  an  efcape:  Sir 
Hfimpbrey  overtakes  him.)  . 
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Sir  Humphrey.  No  back-fliding,  my  boy^^ 
but  hark  forward,     (the  others  come  up.) 

Meanly*  In,  in,  let's  in  with  him.-r-rThe 
trenches  are  laid  open,  fwamp  the  man  that 
dreads  to  enter. 

Seym.  Fm  that  man  :  for  by  this  light,  I'll 
not  enter.  (Jiruggle  to  get  him  in)  Away,  for 
ihamer— folly  !  madnefs  ! 

Sir  Humph.     Into  this  houfe,  you  (hall  car 
ter,  Seymour. 
.  Seym.     The  houfe  and  it's  furniture  .may 
attract  your  ajipetites  ^  but  I  have  goods  at 
home,  that  are  more  engaging. 

Pickle.  Let  hini  go — he's  not  of  us,  fink  me. 

Seym,  You  coi^'d  not  pay  me  a  highef 
compliment*  (runs  off.) 

Pickle.  Poor  creature  !  a  milk  fop,  a  mere 
thing,  without  life  or  fpirit.  I'm  glad  he's 
decamp'd,  or  he  wou'd  have  prov'd  a  darapef 
to  us. 

Meanly.  Hejs  none  of  us,  .a  poor,  doat- 
ing,  fond  hufband,  fit  for  nothing,  but  to  whine 
after  and  fimper  with  his  wife. 

Sir  Humph.  He  was  a  good  fellow — but 
now,  my  wife  expefts  me  !  Curfe  it,  the  poor 
fellow  is  handfomely  done  over — no  other 
pleafure  but  his  wife  to  pleafe ! 

PjCKLE. 
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l^iekLEi  The  fellow  has  no  foul. — ^Xhe 
tnan  that  can  fuid  no  other  amufemei)t^  but  a 
wife  to  pleafe,  is  not  for  us;  therefore,  we'll 
excommunicate  him  from  our.  circle. 

Meanly.     Black-ball  him,  by  all  means.   . 

Sir  Humph*  He  fliou'd  fufFer  that  difgrace; 
yet  'tis  pity  to  banilh  the  poor  devil.  We  may 
reclaim  him  yet,  from  his  foolifh,  domeftic 
purfuits.  Come,  let's  in^  {going)  We  trifle  away 
thefe  precious  moments ;  marchi  with  hark  for* 
ward,  follow,  follow,    {goings) 

Alii  Hark  forward,  to  the  fair,  we'll  ap- 
proach with  an  air;  with  hark  forward^  tally- 
ho,  hoj  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho. 

(They  enter  the  houfe.) 


SCENE     IL 

Enter  L,AT>Y  Bell  Clappejl  and  Amelia. 

Lady  Bell.  Why,  child,  your  name  will 
not  even  reach  a  hewfpaper;  nor  can  you  ever 
rife  in  the  cfteem  of  the  beaux  of  the  polite 
drcle,  if  you  make  home  the  firfl:  objeft  of 
your  pleafufes. 

G  3  Amelia^ 
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AMtLiA.  I  fiiid  more  foKd  fatisfadtion  at 
Rome,  in  one  evtfnihg^s  tranquillity,  than  I  do 
in  five  at  public  rcvellings.  I  am  weary  of 
the  fatigues  of  (b  public  a  life  :  it  wears  out 
myfpiritsi 

LrADY  Bell.  Silly  girl !  But,  this  is  the  ge- 
neral efFeft  of  being  educated  in  the  country, 
under  the  tuition  of  an  old>  foolifh,  fond  mo-, 
ther  J  but  this  Ihynefs,  Amelia,  will  fddn  vanilh  j 
you  will  Idfe  the  r&ft  of  the  country,  wlieti 
you're  initiated  into  the  town  enchantments. 

Amelia.  From  what  I  have  feeh  of  the 
town  enchantments,  1  thinkj  modefty  of  deport- 
ment, and  delicacy  of  fentimenf,  cl^m  the  lea(t 
A^re  in  it.  Wives  make  as  free  with  the  young 
beaux  as  they  do  with  their  lawful  huft)ands> 
and  feem  more  at  their  cafe. — Aye,  andhuf- 
bands^'tooi  in  return,  perform  the  fame  friendly 
ofllces  I  and  their  civilities  even  extend  to  the 
young  miflcs. 

Lady  Bell.  That's  the  very  cffence,  the 
lifcy  'and  (bul  of  the  ton.  England^  child> 
has  long  boafted of  her  liberty, ^her  freedom; 
but  it  was  never  fo  rigidly  infifted  on,  and  fq 
well  underftood,.  as  within  thefe  ten  years  paft, 

Amelia.  If  this  be  the  end  of  that  liberty^ 
that  freedom,  I  have  fo  much  heard  boafted  oF„ 

i  think 
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1  think  tb€  observers  of  the  ton  can  never  Uy 
claim  to  the  Flitch  of  Bacon* 

Lady  Bell.  What  ftrange  ideas  !  The  ph- 
fcrvation,  child>  is  both  vulgar  and  pedantic-^ 
it  fliocks  my  feelings.  Upon  my  honour,  Ame- 
Ua,  you  mud  fhake  off  thofe  worn  out  ideaSj 
or  you  never  csin  be  the  bride  of  a  man  of 
faftiion. 

Amelia*  I  confefs,  I  fiiould  have  no  ob« 
jeftion  to  be  the  bride  of  a  man  of  fa(hton)  could 
I  be  aflbred,  he  was  a  man  of  honour,  and 
i97buid  make  me  a  kind  hufband.  But  I  have 
fb  mean  an  opinion  of  the  generality  of  thofe 
men  of  fafhion$  they  are  fo  fond  of  variety; 
fb  }oft  to  a  fenfe  of  true  honour ;  that  to  feek 
conftancy>  or  affeftion  in  them  to  a  wife,  would 
be  as  abfurd,  as  to  expert  to  find  a  genuine 
patriot  in  a  modern  fcnate  I 

Lady  Bell.  You  are  fevere  upon  the  fex» 
I  grant  you,  that  r*al  patriotifm  ih  this  coun- 
try is  at  a  very  low  ebb.  But,  if  I  am  not 
miftaken,  you'll  find  in  Mr.  Pickle,  both  a  pa- 
triot, and  a  man  of  honour. 

Amblia.  Profcffionally  fo.  He  goes  with 
the  torrent,  no  doubt;  ftorms,  fumes,  and 
declaims  as  do  all  our  parliamentary  heroes^ 
breathing  vengeance  on  finding  their  in- 
tereft  oppofed  ;  crying  out,  reformation,  dowa 
G  4  with 
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with*  places,  abolffh  pcnfions ;  Britannia  h  at 
the  eve  of  expiring,  bleeding  at  every  pore* 
A  fudden  calm  takes  place :  a  bait  of  a  few 
thoiifands  offers ;  former  profeflions  are  forgot ; 
and, gudgeon-like,  the  patriot  fnaps  it  up;  arid 
ever  after  becomes  as  filent  and  unconcernM  as 
a  dormoufe :  never  awake,  but  when  hungry, 
or  when  likely  to  lofe  its  provender.  ' 

Enter  Pickle. 

Laj)y  Bell.  I'm  glad  you  are  come.  Ame- 
lia has  got  into  fuch  a  vein  of  raillery,  that  her 
illiberal  wit  is  paft  hearing. 
•  Pickle.  lUiberalities  cannot  fall  from-thofe 
enchanting  lips — a  countenance  fo  truly  divine. 
V-It  cannot  be.  Lady  Bell. 

Lady  Bell.  Nay,  Sir,  you'll  be  the  better 
judges  (going)  your  ftay.  may  determine  the 
point;  my  aljfence,  Amelia.— Adieu,  child, 
adieu,  my  dear.     Reformation  to  you. 

Amelia,  Adieu;  I  wifh  you  well  enter- 
tained. 

Pickle.  No  fear  j  my  life  for  her,  Ihe'll 
not  die  in  debt  to  opportunity.  Always  firft 
at  an  affembly,  and  laft  at  a  mafquerade  i  danc- 
ing, revelling,  and  match-making,  are  her  dar- 
ling purfuits.  She's  a  woman  of  the  f.rft  fa-l- 
Ihion. 

Amelia, 
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Amelia.'  HerlL.ady(hip  has  been- preach mg 
fafhiohtome. 

Pickle.  Not  a  woman  in  the  kingdom  bet- 
ter qualified.  She  is  very  accomplifhed ;  the 
patronefs  of  drefs  j  her  examples  are  univer- 
fally  copied,   and  moft  rigidly  obferved. 

Amelia.  The  example  Ihe  has  given  is  but 
too  prevalent.  Divorces  were  never  more  in 
fafhion:  yet  to  the  honour  of  a  virtuous 
diftinguifher,  fuch  ladies  are  not  countenanced 
at  the  fountain-head  of  power. 

Pickle.  The  divorce,  to  be  fure,  was  ra- 
ther a  faux  pas,  but  that's  blown  over  5  her  huf- 
band,  I  believe,  for  want  of  a  proper  attention, 
was  moft  to  blame;  in  my  opinion,  when 
the  barometer  of  matrimony  comes  to  th^ 
freezing  point,  'tis  moft  prudent  to  admit 
a  reparation;  and  really  I  think  it  is  hard 
they  are  excluded  the  fmile  of  royalty. 

Amelia.'  I  think  the  exclufion  not  only  ju- 
dicious, but  of  the  greateft  import:  it  conveys 
the  ftrongeft  conviftion  of  difgrace  (what- 
ever rank,  or  high  degree,  the  culprits  might 
have  fprung  from),  by  excluding  them  the 
prefence  of  the  very  paragon  of  virtue,  and  of 

all  female  perfeftion. 

Pickle. 
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PICKI.E*  I  grant  it:,  but  ftill  wc  ihoii'd 
conform  to  the  fafhions  of  the  day;  I  mean> 
when  a  hufband  finds  himfelf  abufed,  ncgleftcd> 
and  defcrtcd  by  his  lawful  wife ;  'tis  but  right 
to  retaliate,  by  giving  paQion  its  full  fcope>  till» 
at  lead,  a  divorce  can  be  obtained. 

AMEut.  Pretty  doftrinc,  indeed !  bccaufc 
the  fair  fex  fall  viftims  to  fenfuality,  thro'  the 
artifices  and  inftigations  of  debauchees,  they 
arc  to  fufFer  the  whole  difgrace. 

Pi  ckle.    Certainly.  We  have  daily  inftances 
of  deception ;   'tis  now  the  very  ton. 
.    Amelia.     Then  'tis  a  ton  truly  defpicable, 
and  what  I  deteft. 

Pjckle.  O,  dear  niadam;  cuftom  and 
fafhion  ought  to  prevail,  and  will  always  find 
their  votaries. 

Amelia.  With  the  diflblute,  they  may; 
but  cuftdms  and  falhions  ccwnb^ting  reafon 
and  virtue  ought  never  to  be  countenanced. 

Colonel,  (^afidcy  undijcovered)  O  Heavens! 
if  Amelia  be  tinftured  with  the  nialady  of  the 
times — where  feek  we  virtue  ?  (^Enters^  difcover^ 
ingjfaloufy.)  So,  Sirj  well.  Madam;  I,  I  fee  you 
are  perfeftly  happy.  Vaf  icty,  I  fee,  tarries  with 
it  freih  charms. 

4  Pickle. 
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-'  Pickle.    So  it  (hould.  Colonel ;   Fm  glad 
you  think  as  wc  do. 

Colonel^  As  we  do  \  (frowning)  M^dam, 
have  I  not  ever  proved  myfelf  a  conftant-*— ^ 

•  Amelia.     A  man  of  integrity  can  be  no 
other. 

Colonel.  I  wifh,  then,  I  could  find  a 
>^ofnan  of  that  integrity;  but  'tis  feeking  the 
philoibpher's  done ;  I  fhall  not  attempt  a 
difcorcry.  (Exh  angrily.) 

Amelia.  What  can  all  this  mean  ?  1 
never  faw  the  Colbnel's  broW  thus  clouded  be- 
fore. 

PicitLE.  Stupid.  As  great  a  quiz  as  any 
within  a  hundred  miles  of  the  place.  An  enemy 
to  jollity  and  good  humour.  Never  plays  above 
a  guinea  whift  5,  one  bottle  of  claret  ferves 
him  a  whole  evening ;  and  he  talks  of  nothing 
but  of  wars,  th^  difcipline  of  troops,  and  < 
fighting. 

Amelia.  'Tis  his  profeflion,  Sir,  and  he 
makes  it  his  ftudy  1  talking  is  no  part  of  his 
ch^a6ter:  he's  both  a  foldier  in  theory  and 
pra&ices  and  his  country  has  felt  the  tSc£t%,  of 
his  go^  conduct 

Pickle, 
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PicfcLE.     That  may  be;   but  what  have  Wd 
to  do  with  fighting,  now  there's  a  peace  ? 

Amelia.  A  good  foldier  is  never  afhamed 
of  hisprofcffioni  Such  language  as  yours,  Sir^ 
is  peculiar  only  to  that  foldier,  who^  confult- 
ing  his  own  fafety,  more  than  his  country's 
good,  is  always  for  a  retreat :  but  Colonel  Fore- 
fight  has  ever  been  found  advancing.  I  can 
never  be  prefent  to  hear  merit  trifled  with. 
The  Colonel,  Sir,  is  both  a  man  of  courage  and 
of  honour.  {Exit  haftily  .^ 

Pickle.  Very  abrupt,  ma'am  1  The  Colonel 

is  a  little  tindtured  with  jealoufy. ^Amelia,. 

too,    is  ftung    with    difappointment.    {looking 
afide)  What !   in  the  name  of  fortune,  are  you 
there  ?  So  ho,  fo  ho,  hark  forward,    {they  an-'. 
Jwer  within.) 

Enter  Sir  Humphrey  ^//iMEANLy* 

Sir  Humph.  Well,  Pickle,  my  boy^how  flandd 
the  amour;  what  faid  the  delicious  Amelia?  Is  flie 
obftinate,  or  is  (he  kind  ?— Is  Ihe  difpofcd  to — » 

Pickle.     All  for  war. 

Sir  Humph.  Then  TU  pufli  on  the  attack 5 
and  if  I  don't  bring  my  guns  to  bear  upon  the 
little  fort — may  I  never  fubdue  another. 

Mraklit* 
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.  MfAKtY.  Wiio  can  refift  a  man  of  your 
figure?  Your  name  is  up. 

JllL     So  ic  is.. 

Sir  Humph.  Here,  you  dogs,  {taking  out  his 
purfe)  here's  ammunitions  we'll  fire  away. — . 
Here,  Meanlyj  take  a  hundred  ^  {gives  the 
furje)  pickle,  take  tjie  remainder :  hold,  hold, 
let  me  have  a  few  for  prefent  ufe. 

Meanly.  Welcome  guefts,  arrived  in  timci 
not  a  guinea  left. 

Pickle.  I  laboured  under  the. fame  com* 
plaint.--^This  will  reconcile  me  to  Dy  Gallopfaft 
— no  admittance  there,  unlefs,  unlefs  I  gold- 
finch her. 

Sir  Humph.  Hang  the  goldfinches.  What 
of  Amelia?  Didft  thou  reconnoitre  the  ground? 
is  the  citadel  pregnable,  or  not? — This  is  the 
moft  important  moment  of  my  life  :  divorcing 
^  wife,  and  difrobing  a  virgin. 

PiCKLi.  I  firft  had  an  audience  of  Lady 
Bell  Clapper,  intimating  Lady  Fickle's  dif- 
honour,  charging  her,  on  her  Ijfe,  to  be  fecret. 
She  pledged  her  honour,  that  nothing  fhou'd 
jranfpire  from  her  lips. 

Meanly.  The  only  means  to  make  it  the 
more  public;  and,  as  it  carries  the  appearance 
pf  fccrecy,  it  will  wear  the  face  of  truth, 

Sir 
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•  Sir  Humph.  My  life  for  Lady  Bell,  asfe- 
cret- keeper:  Ihe  has  been  fo  filent,  that  not  a 
public  refort  in  town  has  efcaped  her  whifpers. 

Pickle.  The  very  motive  why  I  whifper'd 
Jt  as  a  fecret,  which  is  always  the  fureft  channel 
for  publication.  But  the  beft  of  the  joke  is, 
fee  wants  me  to  pay  my  court  to  Amelia  -,  but 
tarnifti  my  honour,  if  ever  I'll  open  my  lips  oa 
the  fubje6t.  I  pay  too  great  deference  to  ho- 
nour. I  have  given  you.  Sir  Humphrey,  my 
word,  that  I  would  aflift  you  in.  this  important 
bufinefs ;  and  may  I  die  if  e'er  I  deceive  my 
friend.  .  ^ 

Sir  Humph.     Honeftjack. ^Weii,   but 

Amelia,  Amelia.— She's  well  worth  an  experi- 
ment. 

Pickle.  By  heavens!  a thoufand.-— I  wou'd 
endure  torments  for  a  nH>nth,  to  fecurc  her  con- 
fidence. She's  young  and  tender,  beautiful 
beyond  defcriptipn  i  her  wit  not  to  be  paralleled; 
her  judgment  mature;  her  voice  all  melody; 
and  her  eyes,  by  my  foul,  are  as  irrefiftible, 
as  the  fun's  rays  in  its  meridian  glory.  In  fliort, 
flie's  nature's  mafter-piece. 

Sir  Humph.  I  have  often  gazed  on  htv  with 
tranfport:  but  yoiir  defcription  animates  my 
fancy,and  recharges  me  with  iitipatience:  .my  heart 
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pants  within  me^  tvcty  mufcle  is  charmed,  and 
eager  for  pofleffion.  If,  if  fair  words  have  Hot 
their  due  weight,  I'll  ftorm  the  garrifon ;— of 
defeated — I'll  marry  her  5  if  but  for  pofieition 
only :  .my  life  and  fortune  is  not  to  be  put  in 
<x»n{>etitk>n  withpofleflion,  pofTeflion,  you  dogs. 

Meanly.  I'm  your  flave ;  command  me  in 
cffefting  the  divorce,  and  fecuri^ig  Amelia. 
'  Pickle.  Strike  out  a  plan,  and  I'll  abide  by 
it ;  fwear  oaths  of  every  defcription  and  com- 
plexion, to  fecure  you  the  obje6t  of  your  plea- 
fures. 

Meanly.  So  will  I :  but  I,  I  feel  a  litde  un- 
iiinged ;  thofe  curfed  debts  bear  down  my  fpi- 
rits. 

Sir  HuMPa.  Let  not  your  debts  difcon- 
cert  you;  give  me  a  lift  of  your  creditors, 
and  I'll  be  refponfible  for  the  whole,:  but  to 
hufmefs.  (Motherly  lifiens.) 

Meanly.  Sir,  you  have  my  thanks.  I 
have  very  maturely  digefted  my  thoughts  upon 
the  fubjcdt.  I  have  conceived  two  plans :  the 
firft  4s }  when  you  come  home  late,  before  the 
morning  dawns,  I'll  flip  into  Lady  Fickle's 
chamber,  counterfeit  your  voice,  and  aflail  the 
furtains* 

JvIoTHERLY,  (afide)  Unheard  of  villany! 

Meanly. 
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Meanly,  (continues)  And  my  wife  fhall 
attend,  bear  witnefs,  and  Iwear  to  the  crimi- 
Jiality. 

Pickle.  That  evidence  cannot  have  the  de- 
fired  efFeft  before  a  court  of  juftice,  becaufe 
it  will  wear  the  face  of  jealoufy,  and  be  of  none 
cffciSt.  ril  be  the  witnefs,  and  fwear  point 
blank,  that  black  is  white. 

Motherly,  (afide)  Horrid!  horrid  !  From 
this  moment  I'll  protefl:  againft  all  men,  2^nd 
never  more  beftow  another  thought  upon  mar 
trimony. 

Sir  Humph.  I  have  heard  you  with  attention, 
and  highly  approve  the  device.  But,  Meanly, 
you'll  be  upon  honour;  I  wou'd  not  for  the 
world  have  you  ufe  violence  to  her  pcrfon ;  I 
Ihou'd  not,  in  reality,  like  to  be  a  cuckold— 
altho'  the  world  be  convinced. 

Motherly,     (afide)  O !  the  artful  wretch ! 

Meanly.  I  wou'd  not  violate  the  facred 
rules  of  honour, -^What  1  abufe  my  friend ! 

PicKtB.  No,  blind  me;  whatever  we  may 
do,  let  us  not  lofe  fight  of  honour,  neither. 

Sir  Humph.     Certainly,  certainly. 

Motherly,  (afide)  Plague  take  yourho- 
nourSy  When  hufbands  lay  traps  of,,proftitq- 
tion  for  their  own  wives,  no  wonder  that  di- 
vorces fliou'd  be  fo  frecjiuent. 

Enter 
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Enter  Motherly. 

Motherly*  Sirj  my  lady  is  a  little  indif- 
pofed,  and  begs  to  fee  you  before  you  go  out. 

Sir  Humph.  Indifpofed  I  Poor  foul !  Go,  tell 
her,   I'll  wait  on  her  this  inftant. 

Motherly.  Yes,  Sir.  Thou  monftrous 
hypocrite!     {afide,)  {Exit.) 

Sir  Humph.  Let's  withdraw ;  I  (hall  foon 
have  an  audience  of  AntcHa  3  ril  feel  her  pulfe, 
and  whatever  ftate  I  find  them  in,  I  fhall  lay 
before  you ;  when  we  (hall  debate  in  council, 
the  mod  effedual  means  td  accdmplifh  (j^oing) 
this  moft  important  event. 

PicKLEi  Not  a  moment  (hould  be  idly 
fpent.  ^  Now  we  have  begun  the  attack,  let's 
bravely,  and  artfully,  pufli  on  for  conqueft* 


End  of  the  Second  Act^ 
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ACT        IIL 

SCENE   L    Jmelia^s  Hou/e. Prattle, 

Motherly,    Toper,   and  Bribe^    6fr.   at 
Tea.     Girl  in  waiting. 

Prattle,     (making  tea) 

HERE,  girl,  take  it  to  the  lady  firft,  and 
the  gentlemen  next.  I  hope,  Mrs.  Mo- 
therly, the  tea  is  agreeable,  not  too  ftrong.  I 
hope,  gentlemen,  'tis  as  it  fhou'd  be.  (ftirring 
the  leaves)  I  fear  the  water  did  not  boil  j  the 
leaves  don't  open;  the  water  did  not  boil, 
wench. 

Biddy.  .  Yes,  indeed,  ma'am,  I  faw  it  fmokc 
out  at  the  fpout. 

Prattle.  Hufh  !  how  dare  you  give  your 
tongue  fuch  liberties  in  my  prefence  ? 

Biddy.  La!  ma'am!  I  thought  the  truth 
was  to  be  fpoken  at  all  times. 

Prattle.  That  betrays  your  ignorance. — 
Pray,  Mrs.  Motherly,  was  you  at  Mrs.  Lappet's 
rout  laft  night  ?  1  hear  fhe  made  a  very  pretty 
figure.  Eight  whift,  and  one  commerce  table 
— The  company  was  brilliant.  I  was  much  mor- 
tified, I  was  prevented,  by  a  cold,  from  doing 

myfclf 
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myfelf  the  honour  of  being  of  the  circle, — Your 
tea,  I  hope — gentlemen 

Moth.     Perfectly  agreeable. 

Prattle^  Madam,  you  do  me  honour — 
gentlemen,  I  hope — ^pray  make  free — I  loves 
freedom  and  liberalities. 

Toper,     Monftrous  good,  Mrs.  Prattle. 

Bribe.  Delicious  :  I'll  give  you  credit  for 
tea  making. — I  heard  Mrs.  Prattle's  name  more 
than  once ;  it  was  mentioned  frequently  at 
Mrs.  Lappet's. — Nay,  don't  be  alarmed — 'twas 
with  the  greateft  refpeft,  I  give  you  my  ho- 
nour, regretting  your  abfence  moft  exceedingly. 

Prattle.  My  dear  Mr.  Bribe,  fo  you 
was  there  J,  I  longs  to  hear  the  particulars.  Did 
you  take  a  hand  of  cards  ? — was  you  fuccefs- 
ful  ? — play  in*  good  temper  ? — what  was  your 
game  ? — ^whiil,  quadrille,  or  was  it  commerce  ? 
I  likes  commerce  monftroufly. 

Bribe.  O  !  whift,  ma'am,  the  game  moft  in 
cfteem  among  the  polite  and  well-bred. 

Prattle.     Did  you  play  high  ? 

Bribe.     Guineas,  guineas,  ma'am. 

Moth.     What !  a  guinea  a  game  ! 

Bribe.     Guineas  the  game,  lurch  and  rub. 

Moth.     Blefs  me !  why  that's  three  guineas. 

^ribe.      No    genteel    circles   play  under: 

there   was,    I    believe,   one  muflF- table,    that 

H  2  play'd 
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play'd  at  the  vulgar  fum  of  (hiltirrgs-i-^I  play^ 
in  high  luck: — ^But  unfoftunately,  a  ftrange 
piece  of  news  was  broach'd  by  one  of  the  gen- 
tlemen in  company,  which  engrofs'd  the  at- 
tention of  the  whole  circle  :  (all  up,  and  draw 
around  him)  News  of  a  very  extraordinary 
complexion. 

Prattle.  O  lotd  !  I  loves  news:  what, 
how,  and  which  way  was  it  ? 

Brijbe*  You  muft  promife  to  be  fecret ;  'tis 
of  a  crim-con  nature  ;  and  a  gentleman  wou*d 
not'wilh  to  have  his  name  brought  in  queftion,. 
• — I  was,  I  confefs,  greatly  (hocked  at  the 
rehearfal — I  beg  your  fecrecy;    - 

Prattle.  Upon  my  honour,  I  can  anfwer 
for  my  company. 

Bribed  As  I  obferved  before,  a  gentleman 
in  company,  whom  I  had  not  the  honour  of 
being  acquainted  withj  faid,  without  the  leaft 
xeferve,  that  a  certain  Baronet  adtually  was 
fuing  for  a  divorce  : — But>  at  the  moment  he 
was  going  to  give  his  name,  Mrs.  Lappet's 
lady  unexpeftedly  came  home,  and  threw  the 
whole  affembly  into  the  utmoft  confufion,  all 
making  the  beft  of  their  way  out  of  the  houfe. 

Prattle.  How  mortifying  ! — ^Poor  Mrs* 
Lappet!  her  lady  is  fuch  a  mean,  fufpicious 
creature,  that  we  are  never  fafe  with  fuch  folks. 

(knocking 
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(knocking  at  the  dear)  O  dear  !  O  dear!  (run- 
ning  about)  Biddy,  take  the  things  away — 
Pray,  ladies,  go  out;  pray, gentlemen,  leave  the 
houfe  :  (knocking)  my  lady  is  cooie.  What  ihall 
I  fay  ?  What  ftiall  I  do  ?  (replacing  the  furni- 
ture.) 

Moth.  This  is  the  firft  time,  and  iSiall  be 
the  laft  of  my  goffiping. 

ToPBR.  Off  without  touching  the  punch  ? 
•    Bribe.     Daoin   the  punch,   let's  ^way. 

(Exeunt.) 

EnUr  AuEhiA. 

Amelia.  What,  what  in  the  name  of  for^ 
tunc  is  all  this  confufion  ?  (calling)  Prattle, 
Prattle,  here  Biddy. 

Enter  Prattle  and  Biddy. 

Prattle,    .(frightened)  Madam. 

Amelia.  How  comes  my  apartment  to  be 
in  this  condition  ? 

Prattle.  Indeed,  ma'am— yes,  ma'am,  only 
a  few  friends,  ma'am,  I,  I  entertained. 

Amelia.  I  have  no  objeftion  to  your  en- 
tertaining your  friends,  provided  you  confine 
them  to  your  own  apartment. 

Biddy.  (aftde)Q\  I  am  glad  of  it;  'tis 
^judgment  upon  her.    .  (Exit  Biddy.) 

H  3  Prattle/ 
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Prattle.  I  alk  your  pardon,  ma'am,  I 
have,  to  be  fure,,  an  apartment,  but  'tis  none 
of  the  moderneft. — I  thought,  ma'am,  for  your 
credit,  to  cut  a  little  figure  i  that  was  all. 
Indeed,  ma'am  > 

Amelia.  Cut  a  figure !  Your  mother 
thought  it  modern  enough,  and  lived  happy  in 
it  for  years. 

Prattle.  My  mother,  to  be  fure,  ma'am — 
poor  woman,  fhe  had  no  tafte  for  company : 
She  was  quite  old  fafliion'd. 

Amelia.  O  fie  !  Prattle.  Tread^  in  your 
mother's  fteps,  and  you'll  walk  in  the  path  of 
prudence.  But,  this  once,  I  forgive  you  j 
and  I  beg  that  you  cut  no  more  figures  in  my 
apartment ;  leave  me  to  fupport  my  own 
credit. 

Prattle.  For  my  part,  I  don't  know  who 
wou'd  be  a  fervant.  (aftde. — Exit.) 

Enter  Servant,  ujhering  Sir  Humphrey. 

Sir  Humph.  Amelia,  your  moft  obedient 
—a  perfeft  rofe  of  health  in  full  bloom,  with- 
out the  afliftance  of  art. 

Amelia.  You  are  fo  bountiful  in  compli- 
ments. Sir  Humphrey,  you  really  put  me  to 
the  blufh. 

Sir 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


A      COMEDY.  lOJ 

Sir  Humph,  A  fight  fo  amiable  is  feldom 
feen  in  our  circles.--^Naturc,  .pure  nature  her- 
felf  furmounts  all  art. — ?Even  '  Sir  Joftiua 
himfelf  wou'd  be  foird,  to  do  juftice  to  fuch  a 
portrait. 

Amelia.  When  youth  fufFers  herfelf  to  be 
impos'd  on  by  /antaftical  art,  fhe  robs  herfelf: 
but  where  age,  or  irregularities,  have  tarnifhcd 
and  injured  the  natural  complexion,  fubftitutes 
may  be  wanting,  to  impofeon  the  credulous. 

Sir  Humph.  Very  juft,  my  fair  Amelia. — 
But  the  misfortune  is,  when  the  morning  fun 
appears,  that  faithful  luminary  expofes  the 
fallacy.  But  you,  madam,  pofleffcd  of  nature's 
liberal  bounties  in  perfeftion,  receive  luftre  from 
his  beams;  and  in  the  midft  of  all  his  glory, 
we  turn  our  eyes  frqm  him,  on  you  I 

Amelia.  Upon  my  honour.  Sir  Humphrey, 
you  are  fo  very  gallant,  that  were  a  young  man 
to  declare  himfelf  thus  paffionately,  I  cou*d 
not  entertain  any  opinion  of  his  fincerity. 

Sir  Humph.  O  !  Amelia,  your  words  wound 
me  t;o  the  hearty  your  adorable  charms  captivate 
my  Very  foul  i  ^nd  without  Amelia,  I  can  no 
Ipflfger  exift. 

Amelia.     O  !  for  fliame.  Sir  Humphrey  ! . 

How  can  you  thus  madly  run  on  ? — ^A  married 
H  4  man 
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man  to  make  fuch  paffionate,  wild,  and  mconr 
fiftent  declarations  !  A  huftwmd  like  you  ought 
to  blefs  the  day,  that  gave  you  ppffeffion  of  a 
woman  fo  truly  amiable,  who  facrif^ccs  every 
enjoyment,  to  fecure  your  h^ppincfs. 

Sir  Humph.  There  was  a  time. I  loy-dher^ 
and  ftiou'd  have  loy'd  her  ftillr— but  her  cqn- 
duft.-rrShc-s  not,  what  fbe  appears  to  be,  and, 
^nd  thofe  little  advances  I  have  made  you—-* 
Ah !  Amelia !  my  heart  is  top  full,  diflionaur 
on  one  hand,  and  on  the  other,  love,  friendfhip, 
and  afFeftion,  diftradt  me, 

Amplia.  O  Heaven  !  Sir^  whence  proceed 
thofe  unkind  fufpicions  ? 

Sir  Humph.  Not  fufpicions  alone,  my 
dear  J^tntlh  j  they  are  not  (hadows,  but  real 
fubftances-rnf^y  wfc  is  falfc. 

AMEI.IA.  It  can  never  be-— fcandal  is  a 
bufy  monfter,  and  too  often  fuc.cefsfui  in  it'5 
converts. 

Sir  Humph.  Scandal,  I  grant  you,  propagated 
wantonly,  is  villainous  j  but  'tis  not  fo  with 
refpc^  to  Lady  Fickle :  her  guilt  is  fo  very 
confpicuoys,  that  a  divorce  muft  be  the  imme- 
diate confcquence :  when  that  event  takes  place, 
(falling  on  bis  kne^s)  will  then  Amelia  give  me 
jier  hand  ? — Gods !  'twill  crown  my  happinefs ! 

Amelia, 
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AA«5Lf A,  1  a^  fa  ftiQck'd  «  your  conduiai 
jfejat  I  am  almoft  depriv'd  of  fenfibility:  for 
(hame  |  for  fliatne !  Sir  Humphrey.  To  be 
candid  with  you,  think  not  of  nie:  I  muft  tell 
yqu,  that  I  am  engaged,  and  to  a  man>  a  fol- 
dier^  and  a  real  patriot.  His  modeft  attention 
inclined  me  to  think  favourable  of  him.  Hi3 
pQlitenefs,  his  deteftation  of  the  ton^  and  his 
contempt  of  coxcombs:,  which  now  abound  m 
thi§  iflaud,  once  fam'd  for  renowned  heroes  j 
his  gallant  condu£t  in  the  field  of  battle,  hh 
kerning,  perfon,  and  affability  :  thefe  virtuous 
/(qualifications,  united  in  one  and  the  fame  hor 
fom,  have  I  confefs  made  fuch  a  ftirong  and 
indelibly  impreffion,  as  is  nevif r  to  be  erafed  ^  . 
this  l^art  is  his,  and  it  never  can  be  another's. 

Colonel  fnfers  mdifcovered, 

CoLf  The  devil !  What!  given  her  heart  to 
aoother  !  Diftraiftion  !  (afide.) 

Sir  Humph.  My  very  foul  is  on  the  rack  I 
'tis  impoffible  I  can  cxift  without  you  I  O  Ame* 
Jia  I  {emh^ces  her  amouroujly.) 

Col;  (enraged^  By  the  juft  Gods!  you  fliall 
firft  fight  for  her.  {draws  his  Jword)  Avaunt ! 
If  thou  can'ft  take  my  life,  then  feaft,  till  thou 
^rt  gorged,  as  \  am.     If  thou  dareft  poflefs, 
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what  by  the  laws  of  honour  is  mine^  thou 
flialt  fight  for  her:  yet  the  prize  is  too 
mean  to  deferve  a  combat.  {Amelia  in  amaze- 
mentJ) 

Sir  Humph.  Sir,  you  tower  high  in  words, 
and  wou'd  be  thought  brave:  Is  this  a  proof  of 
valor,  to  draw  upon  a  man  unarmed  ? 

Col.  I  knew  it  not.  I  give  thee  law,  till  the 
hour  of  fix  to-morrow^  when  at  the  ring  thou 
flialt  find  me,  pacing  out  the  ground,  {goingj 
Amelia  holds  bis  coat.) 

Sir  Humph.  FIl  meet  you  at  the  hour  and 
fpot  appointed.  Her  lover,  by  all  that's  ho- 
nourable ;  'tis  well  for  thee  my  fword  was  not 
at  hand,  (afide.)  (Exit.) 

Amelia.  O!  Colonel,  forbear  ^  why,  why 
in  this  frenzy  ?  what  can  have  happen'd  to  dif- 
turb  thy  bofom  ? 

Col.  (looking  on  her  ftedfaftly^  weeps)  Thefe 
are  tears  of  flavery ! — Am  I  that  flave  ? — ^Yes, 
and  cannot  overtake  m-y  liberty,  (be  /miles) 
Ah  !  Amelia !  Amelia !  Thou  haft .. 

Amelia.  Suffer  me  to  wipe  away  thofc 
tears,  and  tell  me,  how  came  thy  eyes  afloat  ? 

Col.  (breaks  from  her  in  a  rage)  Nature 
has  ceas'd  to  flow  ;  I'm  no  longer  a  flave.  Dare, 
you  aflc  me,   how  came  my  eyes  afloat  ?.    Exa* 
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mine  your  own  condufl: ;  your  own  heart ;  and 
you  have  your  anfwer;  thou  bafe,  ungenerous 
woman,  away,  away,  (going.) 

Amelia,  (laying  bol4  of  him)  Thou  (halt 
not  goi  ril  not  lofe  fight  of  thee,  (ftrug* 
gling)    rU  know  the  reafon  of  thy  conduct. 

(Exeunt,) 


SCENE     II.      Scene  in  Lady  Bell  Clapper's 
Houfe. 

Enter  Lady  Bell   and  Mrs.  Meanly. 

Lady  Bell.  I  am  aftonilhed.  Lady  Fickle 
wou*d  h^tve  been  one  of  the  laft  in  the  world 
I  {h6u*d  have  fufpefted  of  infidelity  to  her 
hufband. 

Mrs.  Meanly.  You  fee  how  neceffary  it 
is,  to.  deliberate  well  before  we  form  an  inti- 
macy:. 

Lady  Bell.  *Tis  difficult  indeed  to  dif- 
tinguifh  the  innocent  from  the  guilty.-— Is  the 
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fpark  known,  and  the  place  the  difcov^ry  wa» 
made  ?  v 

Mrs.  Meanly.  Report  fays,  he  was  dif- 
CQvercd  in  her  ladyftiip's  coach,  on  her  retyra 
from  the  Opera. 

Lady  Bell.  Wicked,  audacious  woman,  to 
be  fo  public  :  that's  terrible. 

Mrs.  Meanly.     Very  true :  had  Ihe  been 

more  private,  her  friends-^ ^We .  might  have 

glofs'd  it  over  a  little. 

Lady  Bell.  She  muft  of  courfe  expeft  a 
difcovery;  I  think  'tis  putting  quality  on  a 
level  with  the  vulgar :  but  I  have  difcover'd 
fomc  traces  in  her  conduft,  that  led  fairiy  to 
difhonour. 

Mrs.  Meanly.  As  we  have  entered  thus 
largely  upon  the  fubjeft,  and  mutually  have  her 
intereft  and  reputation  ai  heart,  I  have  dif- 
covered,  as  well  as  your  ladylhip,  a  fomething 
m  her  fjondud  aot  altogether  prudent,  which 
I  communicated  tx>  Mr.  Meanly :  he  readily 
acquiefccd,  and  ej^preffed  the  deepeft  con^ eri^ 
for  his  friend.  Sir  Humphrey. 

Enter  PiCKLjs  and  Mr.  Meanlf. 
Pickle.      So,    fo,    in  deep  confab ;    if  I 
may  be  allowed  to  be  a  judge  in  phyfiognomy^ 
fi'pm  your  gravity,  I  take  politics  to  be  the 
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topic,  or .  fomething  elfe  as  good-i^a  little 
fcandal. 

Lady  Bell.  If  you  can  difplay.  Sir,  no 
greater  difcernment,  I  recommend  you  fiknce. 

PrcKLt.  Pardon  me,  my  lady,  my  fpirits  run 
high;  Sir  Humphrey's  Burgundy  never  fails;  no 
better  medicine  for  the  fpirits  :  and  now  they're 
tjp,  ril  tell  you  fome  very  extraordinary  news. 

Lady  Bell.  News!  you  exditc  my  curi- 
ofity  !  I  defire  your  fpirits  may  not  ceafe  to 
flow,  till  it  is  out. 

Pickle.  I'm  never  fo  happy,  as  when  'tis 
in  my  power  to  obey  your  ladyfliip's  orders. 

Lady  Bell.  Then,  Sir,  I  command  3  I'm 
-    all  impatience. 

Pickle.     I  obey.    What    think   you  of  a 

**"  divorce,  and  in  a  family,  that  you  are  not  a  little 

intercfted  in  ? — Poor  Sir  Humphrey  is— i*— 'tis 

quite  a  done  thing,  vifiblc  proofs,  the  cleareft 

evidence. 

Lady  Bell.  This  your  great  news !  Why 
**tis  all  over  the  town.  This  is  the  chafte,  and 
moft  virtuous  lady  of  the  age;  I  have  long  fuf* 
peded  her  inconftancy. 

Mrs.  Meanly.  And  fb  have  I  :  O  fie 
upon  her ! 

Mr.  Meanly.     I  cou'd  recapitulate  a  thou- 
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fand  little  fcircumftanccs,  that  carry  with  them 
the  ftrongeft  convi(3:ion. 

Pickle,  Sir  Humphrey  will  be  at  liberty 
to  lay  ficge  to  a  fecond.  But,  the  beft  of 
it  is,  he  is  determined  to  lofe  no  time, 
and  is  now  very  clandeftinely  paying  his  ad- 
dreffcs  to  Amelia.  Colonel  Forefight  breaking 
abruptly  upon  them,  while  they  were  fettling 
the  preliminaries,  was  ftung  with  a  fit  of  jea- 
loufy,  which  threw  him  into  the  moft  violent 
rage;  this  produced  a  challenge,  which  was 
accepted,  and  agreed  on. 

Lady  Bell.  Colonel  Forefight  jealous  of 
Amelia !  She  cou'd  never  be  bafe  enough  to 
encourage  his  addreffes:  nor  can  I  think  the 
Colonel  that  bafe  man,  to  offer  them. 

Mr.  Meanly.     Upon  my  honour,  you  may  * 
rely  on  it  to  be  a  fa6t. 

Lady  Bell.  Ungrateful  monft:er  !  Amelia 
too,  for  encouraging  his  embraces..  I'll  expofc 
the  little  wanton,  Tm  determined. 

Pickle.  I  never  underftood  that  the  lawr 
of  faftiion  excluded  a  married  man  fropi  a  litde 
commercial  intcrcourfe  with  young  ladies* 
Your  notions.  Lady  Bell,  are  out  of  all  prac- 
tice. 

Lady  Bell.  Don't  miftake  me.  Sir,  I  don't 
condemn  Sir  Humphrey's  aipour  with  Amelia, 
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but  the  Colonel  for  engaging  a  fecond^  before 
he  has  difcharged  his  duty  to  the  firft.  Who 
was  it  that  pulh'd  on  for  his  promotioh  in  the 
army  ?  That  injured  pcrfon  lays  a  prior  claim 
to  that  little  wanton,  audacious,  tricking  piece 
of  deceit.  I  execrate  every  woman,  that  ads 
fo  felfiih  and  difhonourable  a  part.   . 

Mrs.  Meanly.  A  woman  of  candour,  dif- 
fidence, and  modefty.  Lady  Bell,  has  but  little 
chance  of  carrying  a  point,  when  men  coun- 
tenance difhonour. 

Lady  Bell.  I  feel  but  too  fenfible  the 
force  of  your  obfervation ;  a  modeft  diffidence 
has  ever  been  one  of  my  greatell  failings. 

Pickle.  The  very  firft  I  have  heard  of  all 
this.     Accidents  produce  wonders  ! 

^■'  Enter  Servant  to  Lady  Bell. 

Servant.  Lady  Fickle  defires  her  compli- 
ments to  your  ladyftiip,  and  begs  the  favour  to 
fee  you  immediately ;  fhe  has  fent  her  coach, 
which  is  now  in  waiting  at  the  door. 

Lady  Bell.  My  compliments,  and  TU 
wait  on  her.  (Exit  Servant)  Poor  foul !  I  per- 
ceive, (he  wants  to  confult  her  friend,  concern- 
ing this  fcandalous  report :  I  really  wifh 
2  it 
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it  may  pfove  falfe  t  yt)ti'll  pardon  my  leaving 
you  thus  abruptly*  Will  you  give  me  leave  tb 
let  you  down  ? 

Mrs.  Meanlv*  Your  ladyftiip  is  very 
polite :  our  coach  is  ordered  here.  (Lady  Belt 
going.) 

Pickle.  Wou*d  your  ladyihtp  do  me  tht 
honour  to  fet  me  down  at  Brooks's  ? 

Lady  Bell.  With  pleafure.  Sir;  my  At^t 
Mrs.  Meanly,  your  feryant,  adieu.  (Extuni 
Lady  Bell  and  Pickle.) 

Mr.  Meanly.  The  ambitious,  old  frump 
has  not  yet  refigned  the  thoughts  of  ia,  htifbandi 
and,  woman  like,  never  thinks  herfclf  too  old, 
biit  ftill  retains  an  appetite  for  the  Colonel :  fhd 
gave  him  a  commiflion  in  the  army,  that  he,  in 
return,  fhou'd  give  her  a  hufband,  and  that  v^ 
his  own  perfon.  ^^ 

Mrs.  Meanly.    You  are  fcvere  on  the  fc3U 

Mr.  Meanly.  For  obvious  reafons,  poor^ 
old.^--^ 

Mrs.  Meanly.  I  fee  you  are  Myillmg  to 
convince  me,  your  temper  has  undergone  no 
confidcrable  feform,  fince  laft  we  paf ted— ^ow- 
*ver  you  ttiay  ridicule,  and  entertain  yourfclf,' 
Sir,  at  the  ei^pfehce  of  our  fex,  they  find  ways 
arid  means  to  balance  the  account,  and  c<m- 
iGderably  too  in  their  owtt  favour. 
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,  ^r.  Mbanxy.  I  underftand  your  drift, 
ma'am,  and,  and,  I  underftand  you,-  ma'am**- 
and  your  making  a  merit  of  guilt,  Mrs.  Meanly, 
enhances  the  crime. 

Mrs.  Meanly.  You  feiem  picqued.  Sir: — ^ 
Whatever  crime  I  rhay  have  been  guilty  of — 
Confult  your  own  heart. 

'  Mr.  Meanly,  I  have,  madam,  and,  and 
find  yau  a  guilty,  bafe  woman — yes,  ma'am, 
I  pronounce  you  guilty. 

Mrs.  Meanly.  Ungenerous  man  !-f-thus  to 
upbraid  me  !  Did  you  not  make  the  firft  over- 
tures to  me,  when  a  prifoner  in  the  King's- 
Bench  ?  Did  you  not  on  your  knees,  in  broken 
acjcents,  importune  me  to  refign  my  honour 
to  Sir  Humphrey,  to  obtain  a  fum  to  procure 
your  enlargement i  Did  I  not  as  often  remon- 
ftrate,  and  refift  the  temptation — 'till  you  over- 
^pgjrer'd  me,  with  arts  unparalleled,  to  be  the 
abjeft  wretch  I  am  ? 

Mr.  Meanly.  You  would  not  have  dared 
thus  infolently  to  have  run  on  at  your  own 
houfe. 

,  Mrs.  Meanly.  I  have  here  dared,  and  tell 
thee,  thou  art  a  wretch  I  a  villain  !  to  fubfift  on 
the  dishonourable  wages  of  a  wife's  iniquity— 
rU  be  no  longer  the  wretch  I  have  been — I 
have  proftituted  my  honour,  to  get  thee  a  fub- 
I  fiftence, 
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fiftehce;,  and  am  now  become  the  objeft  of  ihy 

contempt. 

Mr.  Meahly.    Hulhi!  hulh!  no  morcj  hare 
done>  your  heat  will  expofc  .■  ■  ■  i 

Enter  Servq^nt^. 

Servant,     Your  carriage  is  ready. 

(Exit  Servant.) 
Mr.  Meanly.     I  thank  you,  (going  off.)  ' 
Mrs.  Meanly,     (follows)  A  difcdvery  (hall 
be  my  revenge,  if  my  life  pay  the  chance. 

(Exeunt,) 


End  of  the  Tniigo  Act. 
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Sir  HuMPHKEy,^&j. 

NEVER,  Tui-e,  had  man  fuch  difficulties 
to  encounter  with,  and  fuch  obstacles  to 
fiirmbght — a  Colonel  to  run  t^irough^  the  body 
—•a  wife  to  divorce,  and  a  maid  to  feduce. 
I  muft  be  refolute:  firmnefs  and  rcfolution 
cdhftitli^eis.  riic  man-^— I  have  a  great  deal,  to 
rilk  : — ^Yet,  I  cannot  think  Lady  Fickle  incoh- 
ftaht— but  I*iii  dby'd :  I  can  no  more  exilt 
without  variety,  than  a  minifter  without  a 
majority.  01  here  comes  my  dear  comfort, 
full  of  complaints,  no  doubt ;  but  J  am  pre* 
pared. 

Enter  Lady  Fickle. 

Lady  Pick.  O  Sir  Humphrey  !  Sir  Hum* 
phrey !  the  more  I  fearch  info  this  difgrace,  the 
more  I  find  myfelf  bewildered  j  'my  diftrefs— 
I  can  never  furvive  it, 

I  2  Sir 
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Sir  Humph.  My  dear  creature,  give  your- 
felf  no  concern,  as  long  as  I  don't  countenance 
the  report,  by  believing  you  innocent.  Why 
fhou'd  you  ^  give  way  tpdefpair  ? — Your  diftrefs 
grieves  me  to  the  foul. 

Lady  Fick.  Thou  beft  of  men. — But  the 
world  may  not  think  with  the  candour  you  do. 

Sir  Humph.  Spurn  the  world;  laugh  at 
it,  defpife  it  :  confcious  innocence  is  ever 
fecure  ^  from  the  impetuous  tortent  of  defa- 
mation. People  of  fafhion^  child,  have  ever 
been  lawful  game  for  cenfure.  We  of  the 
beaU'tnonde .  are  always  paragraph'd  in  newf- 
papers,  fatyriz'd  on  the  ftage,  the  fubjeft  of 
coffee-houje  loungers  and  detlaimers^  taf-boufe 
orat^rs^  caricature-JcratcbeSy  zndgoJ/ij>ing matrons; 
we  cannot  be  below  the  notice  of  this  b0 
groups  without  wearing  the  features  of  the  very 
vulgar. 

Lady  Fick.  I  fee.  Sir  Humphrey,  your 
goodhefs  is  willing  to  encourage  me  s  but,  I  fear^ 
my  friends  will  look  cool  on  me. 

Sir  Humph.  You'll  be  more  carefs'd  than 
ever,  child.  Don't  you  fee  the  firft  circles  in 
town  cmbellilh'd  with  ladies  that  have  been  di^ 
vorccd  5  and  others  of  a  different  call,  that  have 
granted  themfelves  fome  falhionable  indulgen- 
cies.    There's  my  Lady  Wiftifor't,  Lady  Betty 

Welcomeall, 
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Welcomcall,  and  the  Dutchcfs  of  Freeport — 
with  feveral  others  I  cou'd  mention,  who,  really, 
enter  the  lifts  of  the  firft  affemblies  in  town ; 
notwithftanding  their  hufbands  are  cruel  enough 
to  fufpend  a  divorce* 

Lady,  Fick.  Tho'  they  are  countenanced, 
and  admir'd  in  public ;  the  more  retired  and 
well-difpofed  muft  in  their  hearts  defpife  them. 

Sir  Humph.  My  dear  Lady  Fickle,  when 
people  are  courted  and  admired  in  public,  the 
great  objeft  is  obtained.  Private  circles  arc 
below  the  obfervations  of  the  beau-monde-^ 
Upon  my  honour — I  muft  acknowledge,  upon 
the  whole,  - 1  rather  approve  than  condemn  this 
report — It  carries  with  it  an  air  of  popularity ; 
we  Ihall  be  more  known — ^and  I'm  perfuaded, 
more  cards  of  invitation  will  arrive,  than  ever. 
(looking  at  his  watch)  Ha !  my  time  is  expired. 
Lady  Fickle,  I  have  an  appointment,  fome  bu- 

finefs. ^Adieu,  my  dear,  banifh  melancholy. 

Adieu,  child.  Fm.  now  convinced  Ihe's  igno- 
rant of  my  defign.  (afide)  (Exit.) 

Lady  Fick.  That  fortune  had  ever  doomed 
me  to  be  a  woman  of  fafhion— that  my  parent 
had  earned  his  morfel  by  the  honeft 'flail:  I 
fliou'd  then  have  purfued  fome  humble  occu- 
pation, and  enjoyed  that  happinefs,  the  falhion- 
able  world  are  ftrangers  to. 

I  3  Enter 
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LaPY:?|;WI,  My  dear^  M4y  Fickle,  hoir 
do  you  4oi  (rqm^J^inztpr^  of  your  fmT>nK>n&j| 
I  conjedtured  fomething  ha^,  b^ppen^4> 

tyADY  l^jicK,*,  YQyr.^opjeftgcfis.'Wro  not 
witjiout.  fqwndafton  j .  fonKthing  h^s  happened,- 
that  nevei^  c^  l?^^  qrafed  from .  my  memory^  .. 
B^,  candid,  npyvde^rta^y  Bell  j»  hftvr  yoM. not 
hearc^  this-ftrapg^,:  Mncharitaljk.riBpQrt-rrmy  in- 
copftan^y  to  my.  hpfband  ? 

Lady  B^j^l.  You  aftonifh  xn^l — I,  I  am 
petrified  !— Upon,  my  honour,  I  never  befor? 
heard  a  mpnofylla^e  on  the  f\ibje6l.  Bray, 
my  dear  Lady  I^ickle,  keep  me  not  a  moment 
in  fufpenfe — I  jangiiifb  tq  kqoi^  the  particulars^ 

Lady  Fick-j  *Tis  very  ftrange — however;^ 
your  not  hearing  the  report  affords  me  fom^ 
relief,  perhaps  'tis  not  fo  current,  a^  I  was^ 
tayght  to  believe.  O !  Lady  Bel)>  my  re- 
putation to  be  thus  affaffinated  ! — Itdeftroys  my 
peace. 

Lady  Bill.  Was  I  in  the  fame  predica- 
ment, I  ihou'd  not  bcftow  a  moment's  concern 
vpQU  it.  Confcious, innocence  is  ever  a  fhield 
againft.  the  kec;neft  ftiafts  of  calumny  : — But 
where  gyilt— opprobrious  guilt  inhabits,  'tis 
HOt  riches  can  take  out  the  fting,  fupport  the 
5  ipirits> 
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Ipirifef,  or  rdieve  the  mind :'  the  breaft  heaves 
with  continual  tortures  5  and  tfie  countenance 
betrays  internal  conviftion. 

"LaADYficK.  Vm  innocent^  heaven  knows 
my  heart*  "  -   ..    -  - 

LAii Y  Bell.  There's  no  perfon  of  caniJour,^ 
or  a  liberal  way  of  thinking,  wou'd  countenan<ie 
a  report,  in  it's  nature  fo  barbarous*  I  credit 
no  report,  till  I  have  proof  pofitive.  Has 
your  ladylhip  heard  the  afiuir  of— I'm  almoffi 
afraid  to  mention  it;  though  my  authority  is 
pretty  well  founded — 'tis  a  ftrange  aflfair — and* 
how  to  tell  you,  puzzles  me ; — ^yet  as  your  friend, 
it  wou'd  amount  to  a  crime  to  be  filent. 

Lady  Fick.  I  can  never  be  more  miferable, 
let  it  be  what  it  will ;  I  befeech  you  proceed. 

Lady  Bell.  Was  it  conveyed  through* 
another  channel  to  yourladyfhip,  probably  the 
account  might  be  exaggerated — a  tale  never 
diminilhes  by  carriage :  But,  for  my  part,  I 
wou'd  fooner  contraft  than  expand,  when  repu- 
tation is  called  in  queflion. 

ILady  Fick.  (difcovers  anxiety)  In  the  name 
of  angels  !  unfold  the  myftery. 

Lady  Bell.  'Tis  my  intention— ^but,  on  your 
honour^  give  riot  up  the  author. 

Lady  Fick.  Madam,  I  will  not. 

I  4  Lady 
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Ladt  Bell.  I  thought  'twas  imppflible  for 
Sir  Humphrey  to  have  been  inconftant. 

Lady  FicK.     Inconftant! 

Lady  Bell.  Nay,  my  Lady,  I  have  no 
other  intereft  than  yours — ^yes,  inconftant ! — He 
has  flown  from  the  amiable  arms  of  virtue, 
from  your  arms,  and  has  taken  refuge  in  the 
lewd  bofom  of  vice. 

Lady  Fick.  My  heart  bleeds ! — O !  yc  juft 
powers !  What  is  it  I  have  done,  to  be  thus 
tortured  ?  I  pray  you  be  brief,  and  proceed  to 
an  explanation. 

Lady  Bell.  Now,  my  dear  friend,  I  have 
in  part  prepared  you  for  the  ihock — ^Sir  Hum- 
phrey is  within  a  few  hours,  perhaps,  of  his 
diflblution.  A  duel  is  approaching-r-he  ac- 
cepted the  challenge. 

Lady  Fick.  A  duel! — My  hufband!— 
Who's  the  vilkin  that  feeks  his  life  ?  Vl\  go, 
and  pierce  him  to  the  heart — where,  where  can  I. 
find  the  monfter? 

Lady  Bell.  My  dear  creature,  be  calm. 
They  tell  me  he  is  to  blame,  in  conjunc- 
tion with  the  wretch,  that  countenanced  hi« 
embraces.  ' 

Lady  Fick.     His   embraces!  Do  I  know 

her  ?  . 

LAb y  Bell.     Do  you  know  Amelia  ? 

Lapy 
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Lady  Fick.     Amelia! 

Lady  Bell.  Amelia.  Colonel  Forefight 
having  made  fome  overtures  to  her,  on  the 
fcore  of  love  j  and,  on  entering  the  apart- 
irxent,  to  his  aftonifhment,  faw  the  little 
minx,  languilhing  in  the  arms  of  Sir  Hum- 
phrey. 

Lady  Fick.     Not  criminal  ? 

Lady  Bell.  He  was  urged  the  qucftiop; 
but  (hook  his  head,  and  waved  the  anfwer. 

Lady  Fick,  His  filence  on  the  queftion 
points  at  guilt. — My  hufband  falfe  to  my  bed  ! 
and  with  the  chaftc  Amelia !  It  cannot  be 
— ^you  muft  be  mifinformed.  Lady  Bell,  it 
mud  be  falfe ! 

Lady  Bell,  (angrily)  Madam,  you  iU 
requite   my  friendfhip — 'twas    that  prompted 

me  to  the  difcovery — and,  and,  here  you  tell 
me  to  my  face  I  lie.  (Exit  baftily,) 

Lady  Fick.  (following^  but  flops)  Lady 
Bell,  was  it  not  natural  for  me  to  difbelieve 
fuch  a  report  ?  I  do  difbelieve  it,  and  cannot 
think  it  true.  I  begin  to  fufpeft  her  friend- 
fliip ;  'tis  of  a  nature  too  brittle  to  be  genuine ; 
a  compofition  of  cobwebs,  falling  to  pieces  by 
even  a  touch.  Well,  well,  chaos  is  now  opened 
before  mc~I  (hall  fathom  it,  if  I  can— feleft'a  few 

friends 
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friends  together,  (if  friendfhip  may  be  fburtd) 
and  abide  by  the  voice  of  counfel.  (EpoH.) 


SCENE     IL 


Enter  Amelia  and  Prattle. 

Amelia.  That  I  fhould  be  that  fimpletpni 
to  leave  the  country  \  to  refign  my  native  air  foi< 
this  pcftilential— -how  idle  a  thing  i&  ctiriofity, 
and  how  foolilh  t6  indulge  it !— *Twas  not  my 
own  ch<Mce  neither,  that  brought  me  to  town ;; 
but  the  voice  of  friends,  if  1  may  call  diem 
fo*  Had  I  been  as  firm  to  tfiy  own  opinion,  as 
I  have  been  attentive  to  my  advifers,  I  ftioU'4 
have  efcapcd  what  I  nofi  ffceU  Well,.. I'll  re- 
turn to  the  country— ^You'n  get  my  cloaths 
put  up,  Prattlfr-*'and-— ^* 

Prattle.  To  the  couhtry  1  Lxu-dj  ma'am  ! 
As  for  the  Colonel,  ma'amj.  Tiii  fure|..if'Hiad 
a  lover  that  gave  himfelf  fueh  unneceflar/ 
airs,  and   was  jealqus   without  a  reafon,   my 

'  con- 
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confeience^  but  he  fhou-d«-^Buc,   to  be  fiire> 
one's  honour,    [ 

AuEhUL.  Jealoufy  proceeds  from  love, 
Ptattle>  and  is  tbe'greateft  proof  of  a  lover's  af*» 
fe£bion :  Ydiy  I  mufi;  acknowledge  it  -to  be  a 
weaknefs  in  either  fex;  tho'  more  to  be  pitied^ 
nhan  cenfured* 

Prattle.  To  be  fure,  ma'am>  love  is  a 
rery  oc^d  fort  of  a  thing : — It  is  all  full  of  eyes,. 
and  as.  many  ears  f  fees  and  hears  every  thing, 
^nd:  more  than  every  thing:  very  watchful,  not 
fo  charitable  as  fufpicious. — Like  a  mifer,  al* 
ways  in  fear  pf  being  robbed^  is  therefore 
never  out  of  danger,  till  the  parfon  gives  his 
fandion. 

Amelia.  You  define  the  paffion  fo  well,. 
Prattle,  that  I  am  inclined  to  think,  that  you 
have  felt  it's  efFcfts  very  fenfibly. 

Prattle,  Feel,  ma'am! — I  have,  indeed, 
felt  fo  much  of  it-wiot  fo  fenfibly  neither;,  for 
I  am  fure  for  a  week  I  had  no  fenfe  at  alL 
O  dear !  ma'am,  I  thinks  I  hear  the  Colonel's 
voice. 

Amelia.     The  Colonel  I: 

Prattle.  'Tis  indeed,  ma'am :  I>  I>  hope 
he'll  afk  your  pardon,,  and  prevent  your  going 
into  the  country. 

Amelia^ 
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Amelia.  It  is  the  Coloneli  1*11  withdraw, 
I,  I  feel,  I  know  not  how  I  feel. 

Prattle.  Juft  as  I  did  when  ia  love,  and 
quarrelled  with  my  fweet-hcart;  my  heart 
went  pit-a-pat,  and  flutter,  flutter,  flutter  j  quite 
in  a  cold  fweat,  fearful  he  wou'd  not  make  it 
up  with  me. 

Amelia.     Hold  your  tongue,  prate-^ace. 

Prattle.  Lord !  ma'am. — O  !  here  he 
comes.  {Exeunt  haftikf.) 

Enter  Colonel,   /olus. 

Col.  Time  wears  out  apace;  and  I'm 
arrived,  perhaps,  within  a  few  hours  of  that 
country,  we  know  not  where  it  lies. — It  has 
neither  longitude  nor  latitude  to  dire6t  our 
courfe  J  ftill  we.  endeavour  at  a  difcovery ;  and, 
if  ourcondufthere  hathbeeh  well, 'twill  be.  well 
for  us  there  :  if  otherwife,  there  will  be  a  for- 
rowful  diflinftion.  I  have,  for  years,  combated 
and  defeated  the  enemies  of  my  country,  more 
than  once,  and  my  heart  never  failed  me;  nor 
was  my  foul  ever  repugnant: — But  now  my 
whole  frame  trembles.— There  is  a  fomething 
not  ^altogether  juftifiablc  in  duelling.-— The 
foul  within  this  earthly  tenement   fcems   dif- 

turbed-^ 
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turbcd — ^perhaps  to  take  its  flight,  (Re-enter 
Amelia — -ftaris  on  Jeeing  her — attempts  in  vain  to 
/peak  to' her.) 

Amelia.  What,  Sir !  come  you  to  mock 
me  in  dumb  fhew  ?  Your  conduft  is  unmanly. 

Col.  Hear  me,  Amelia;  I  came  not  to 
mock  you  in  any  Ihew,  (hape,  or  form  j  but 
to  intreat  you ;  my  ungenerous  fufpicjons  and 
unrelenting  perverlenefs-^ 

AMEL14.  I  have  heard  and  feen  too  much— 
You  have  difhirb'd  my  peace,  more  fool  Ij 
but  rm  determined — ^ — 

Col.  'Twas  the  efTed  of  a  tortured  breaft, 
that  rather  claims  your  pity  than  refentment. — 
Could  I,-agreeable  to  my  profeflions  of  loving 
but  you  alone,  fee  you  unmov'd  in  the  arms  of 
another  ?  Could  I,  in  fuch  a  fituation,  be  fuf- 
fieiently  cool  and  difpaflionate  to  difcriniinate 
between  the  involuntary  emotions  of  your  breaft^ 
and  the  daring  infult  of  an  avowed  libertine  ? 
Could  I 

Amelia,  (interrupting  him  in  the  fame  tone 
of  voice)  Suppofe  there  was  faith  in  womankind* 

Col.  Left  to  myfclf,  my  deareft  Amelia, 
I  had  not  failed  to  do  you  ample  juilice.  But 
refledtion  was  gone — ^you  gliftentd  in  my  eye, 
as  a  fallen  cherub ;  and  my  too  quick  imagin- 
ation reprefenting  to  rne  at  the  fame  inftant, 

both 
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both  what  you  Was,  and  What  to  my  t^eii  clbiicfed 
fenfes  you  feemed  to  be,  deprived  me  of  the 
diftinguiihing  faculty  of  reafon,  that,  like  thfc' 
demoniac,  I  could  no  longer  be  deem'd  ac- 
countable for  the  wild  effeds  of  a  diftemper^d 
brain. 

Amelia.  Oh!  my  poor  heart  1  whither 
would  you  lead  me  ?  (aftde)  Diftemper'd  in- 
deed !  You  fpurn'd  me,  ill-treated  me,  refufed 
rhe  a  hearing,  the  only  means  left  of  jiiftificatibni 
which,  as  now,  I  did  not  then  difdain.  Could 
love  fuggeft  extravagance  like  thisj  delufive 
love,  that  glofles  o'er  our  crimes,  palliates  de- 
fefts,  and  changes  vice  into  virtue  ?  Away  with 
thcfe  fond  excufes  !— they  argue  nothing. 

Col.  Diiftradion!  the  meafure  of  refent- 
ment  will  e'er  keep  pace  with  the  injury  fup- 
posM :  and  love—extreme,  if  thwarted,  rages 
into"*  ifurious  jealoufy.  Had  I  glowed  with 
eool  indifference  only,  you  might  well  have, 
fufpefted  my  love,  my  truth,  and  boafted 
honour. 

Amelia.  Very  well.  Sir ;  thus  by  traducing 
a  miftrefs,  we  fliew  our  lovej  and  by  ralhly  en- 
gaging in  a  duel,  prove  beyond  a  doubt,  that 
truth  and  honour,  which  had  elfe  lain  dormant. 
Excufe  me,  Sir,  if  I  intrude  too  far— ^But  flie, 
whofe  reputation  is   at  ftake,  who,   however 

innocent^ 


Drgitized  by 


Google 


innocfinti  U  hourly  in  idangcr  of  becomijiig:  a 
fub]e6):  for  public  converfation,  may  well  be 
mdulged  ai  little  uneafinefs  otx  fo  trying  ao  oc- 
caiioa*  May  I.prieiqme.  your  affair  with:  S^i^ 
Humphrey  will  yet  admit  of  an^cfomsiodatkin^ 
(0»  Jii4^  ^*«  •  Cdi^T\fil  imcemedy  Jb4,  continuis) 
None  I  hopc|will  dare  impute  nfiy  intjerefting 
myfclf  in  this  affair,  to  other  motives,  than  the 
pleafuresof  a  lpot)e£$  name,  and  uqblemiih'd 
charafter.  On  your  part,,  5ir>  if  the  lawfi  of 
haipi(Our  and  prp^ity  have  ceap'd  to  hare  their 
due  weight  i^iA  fou,  yet  the  danger  to  which 
you  expofe  your  life,  and  the  eafy  affluence  of 
an  independent  fortune,  are,  I  ihould  think,  ob* 
jefts  worthy  your  prefent  confiderations. 

Col.  Unwittingly  perh^s  you  probe  me  to 
the .  quick.  I  canie  not  If  ere  to  enter  into  a 
difcuffion  of  this  nature  i  the  only  purport  of 
my  foul  was,  to  hav^  apologiz'd  for  my  too 
hafty  funnifes  in  your  di^f^vour,  and  obtain  for- 
givenefs.  Can  my  Amelia  refufe.me  this  con- 
folation  ?  Can  fhe,  for  whom  alone  I  wilh  to 
live  i  for  whom  alone,  the  joys  of  life,  the  in- 
fluence of  fortune,  the  flattering  promifes  of 
hope,  and  every  other  endearment  of  the  foul, 
can  boaft  its  charms  !  Can  fhe  fefufe  me  a  boon 
like  this  ?  Speak,  my  Anaelia !  Adminifter  com- 
fort 
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fort  to  my  font!  Say,  But  rfn  jpkVddii'd,  and  let 
chance  dlfpofc  the  reft, 

Amelia.  Suppofc  it  as  you  wifh,  ftill  I  muft 
infift  on  my  former  queftion  :-— Say  yes,  or  no; 
what  am  I  to  fear  ?  ^ 

Col.  As  matters  ftand  at  {)refent,  I  cannot 
fay.  But  reft  aflured,  as  far  as  inf  me  lies^  nb 
means  confifteht  with  the  character  of  a  gentle- 
man, and  a  foldier,  fliall  be  left  untried  to  bring 
about  the  reconciliation,  you  fo  much  wilh  for  i 
as  well  on  your  account— as  that  I  cannot 
but  entertain  fome  fcruples,  with  regard  to  the 
I'eftitude  of  duelling  in  any  cafe,  that  is  not 
deem'd  immediate  felf  defence.  My  life 
and  fortune  are  both  at  ftake.  As  to  the 
former,  long  inur'd  to  danger,  unaccuffomed 
to  pry  too  curioufly  into  the  effefts  of  chance, 
I  am  little  folicitous  as  to  the  confequences, 
could  I  be  aflur'd  of  the  legality  of  the  means; 
and  as  to  the  latter,  (looking  tenderly  on  her)  I 
have  taken  fuch  meafures,  as  muft  enfure  mc 
its  full  enjoyment,  even  tho'  life  (hould  be  no 
more.  (Jeeming  too  much  mov^dy  be  looks  at  his 
watch,  andbaftens  off)  IVc  out  ftaid  an  appoint- 
ment,— ^AU  happinefs  attend  you,  till  next  we 
ipect.  (Exit.) 

Amelia^ 
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AmeliAj  alone,  and  irrefolufe, 
Amelia.  What  can  all  this  mean  ?— "  Secure 
him  its  full  enjoyment,,  even  tho'  life  Ihould  be 
no  more  r* — Good  heavens!  Was  ever  fo  much 
love  and  honour  thrown  away  on  flich  a 
ftubborn,  froward  heart  as  mine!  Wliat, 
franknefs!  What  fpirit  and  condefcenfion ! 
What  delicacy  of  fentiment!  And  (hall  I, 
knowing,  as  I  do,  the  afcendant  I  have  over 
him,  fufFer  a  man  like  this  to  expofe  a  life  fb 
neceflary  to  my  quiet,  to  the  frivolous  pundilios 
of  a  falfe  honour  ?  Away  with  this  meaneft  of 
pride!  this  fcrupulous  attention  to  the  minu- 
tiae of  form !  this  ceafelefs  dread  of  Jiumilia- 
tion  !  If  prayers,,  entreaties,  and  the  mediation 
of  friends  ihould  fail  me,  he,  who  "would 
pierce  his  heart,  {ball  make  his  way  thro'  mine. 

(Exit,) 

Enter  Prattle  and  Bribe. 

Prattle.  Upon  my  honour,  Mr.  Bribe, 
you  do  me  great  honours  I  fhall  look  upon  this 
vifit  extremely  kind;  you  lay  me  under  the 
mightieft  of  obligations.  Will  you  do  me  the 
favour  to  drink  a  glafs  6f  wine  ? 
-  Bribe.  Your  politenefs  operates  moftfor^ 
cibly  on  my  fpirits.  But  'pon  honour,  your 
K  reputation 
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reputation  in  the  line  of  politenefs  ftands  fo 
high  in  the  circle, of  my  acquaintance,  that,^  in 
fliort,  every  body  fpcaks  in  raptures  and  ad- 
miration of  Mrs,  Prattle, 
;  Prattle.  I  always,  to  be  fore,  makes  a 
point  to  keep  up  the  dignity  of  the  £»nily  I 
lives  in.  Wou'd  you  take  a  more  folid  rcfrclh- 
ment  ? — Have  you  lunch'd,  Mr,  Bribe  ? 

Bribe.  Lunch'd  !  O  dear!  Permit  me,  my 
dear  Mrs.  Prattle,  to  refrelh  my  fponge,  upon 
the  honey  dew  that  clings  to  your  raviftiing 
pouters.  O !  Mrs.  Pratde,  this  (hall  be  my 
lunch,  (ktffes) 

Prattle.  Lord!  Mr.  Bribe,  only  think 
of  you ;  fuppofe  now—- now  fuppofe  Mrs. 
Flounce  had  been  in  a  corner. 

Bribe.  Egad,  (he's  ftruckwith  my  figure 
{ajide)  I  know  Mrs.  Flounce. 

Prattle.     I  fancy  you  do. 

Bribe.  Ton  honour,  nothing  further;  a 
fuperficial,  a  flight  acquaintance  with  the  girl. 
Bur,  but  was  I  to  choofe  to  live  and  die  happy 
—Oh!  Mrs.  Prattle,  X  cou*d  tell  you  fome- 
thmg,  that  wdu'd  furprife.you.  (ftrufs  about.) 

Prattle.  'Tis  me  I'm  furc  he  means,  his 
kifs  was  fo  ravilhing*  (qfids)  %  I  am  mon- 
ftrous  curious :  pr^y,  Mr.  Bribe^  ibrprife  me  i  I 
love  furprifes  to  my  Hearts  ,     . 

pRIBE. 
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BuTirs.  Why  Acri,  I  fiad  myfeif  difpofcd  c^ 
t«ke^  wife, !  and'  hive  (bcK  an  opinion  of  ^okii? 
go6d  jadgnient?— Will  you  now,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Pratde,  fix  for  me :  'pon  honour,  I  fliall  kbidc 
by  ytoiir  ehoice.  f /^/Jrw^  at  kis  i»dfch J  A\Ah  I 
my  time  is  ^xpir'd-r5ome  money  matten***^ 
Will  you  indulge  me  ?— May  I  hope  for  the  ho-t 
nour  of  )aft  audience  of  you  this  evcsning  f  ^And 
I  (hall  pour  out  my  foul  into  your  enchanting 
bofom. 

Prattle.  Dear  me,  Mr.  Bribe,  you  have 
fuch  edification.  But  will  you  give  me  a  call 
to  night  ? 

Bribe.  Unlefs  death  interferes  i  there's  no- 
thing elfc  under  the  flarry  canopy,  that  can  prevent 
me.   When  does  your  lady  retire  to  her  pillow  ? 

Prattle.  Always  by  eleven  o'clock.  But 
I  feldom  goes  to  bed  before  two.  I  reads  all  the 
new  novelties  that  comes  out. 

Bribe.  Is  your  room  near  your  lady's  ?— 
She'll  not  be  difturbed. 

Prattle.  Difturbed !  Lord  love  you,  not 
if  you  was  to  drive  a  coach  and  fix  in  it.  She 
lays  on  one  fide  of  the  ftair-cafe,  and  I  on  the 
other,  and  the  fervants  in  the  garrets.  Did  you 
never  fee  our  houfe,  Mr.  Bribe  ?  I  afTure  you 
'tis  a  palace  in  minator.  There  be  buftUees  in 
tnai;ble^  and  krunjijees  in  copper,  and  things 
K  a  done 
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done  in  grey^hunds,  pdrtrats,  and  fnffles  o£ 
all  foits^.  and  fizes^  and  by  the  moft  capital 
artices  in  all  the  known  world :  (going)  I  proteft 
you  muft  fee  it.  (going) 

Bribe.  'Twill  be  the  greatcft  feaft  to  my 
tafte.— I  follow  you,  Mrs.  fnttle.^(afidej  A 
good  hit  this !  I  ihall  make  the  furyey>  and  re- 
port the  premifes  accordingly.  (-Epceunt.) 


End  of  the  Fourth  Act. 
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ACT       V. 


SCENE   I.  £nt4rl4APYFicKLt frighted. 

Lady  Fickle. 

POOR  Motherly,  Ihc  had  gathered  fome 
intelligence,  and  wou'd  have  communi-* 
cated— but — 

Enfer  Mrs.  Seymour  and  Amelia. 

Lady  Fick.  (ccntmues}  O !  my  friends  !  no 
fooner  I  ^et  OYer  one  diftrefs^  but  another  foI« 
lows, 

Mrs.  Seym.  You  alann  me!  What  can 
have  happened  fince  I  laft  faw  you  ? 

Lady  Fick.  Poor  Motherly  came  trem- 
bling to  me,  andi  in  broken  accents,  exclaimed, 
^^  O  !  madam,  madam,  I^  almoft  dead  of 
grief;  you  and  your  friepd  are  ruined,  and 
yndone  for  ever,  flow  wicked  arc  men  !— Ah  ! 
poor  Amelia  !'^  As  flie  uttered  thefe  words,  (he 
fell  proftrate  to  the  ground  fpeechjefs,  and  I 
^PPfchj:nd  lies  in  great  dangen 
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Mrs.  Seym.  Poor  woman! — ^What  cou'd 
be  the  purport  of  her  friendly  exclaniation  ? 

Amelia.  I  fully  comprehend  her  meaning* 
There's  a  ferpent  Ibmewhere  lurking  behind 
unfeen,  whofe  fecret  influence,  and  purpofe, 
lias  mark'd  out  a  path  that  leads  to  deftruftion. 
-—My  name  being  mentioned  fo  tenderly-^— 

Enter  Servant  w//A  a  Letter  ta  Lady  Fickle. 

Lady  Fick.   Who  is  it  from  ? 
^ ;  SERVANT.     I  khow '  not,   niadamj  but  the 
lady  Waits  your  anfwer  in  a  chair ^t  the  door. 

Lady  Fici^.  Hold,  (reading  the  letter  to 
herjelf,  greatly  agitated)  My  conr/pliments  to  the 
lady,  -arid  I  fhould  be  glad  to  fee  her.  (Exit 
S^^'0Hf}  This  is  ambftiihgiikrepiflie indeed; 
I  have  pot  fpirits  to  read  out :  (gives  if  Jfmelia) 
I  muft  entreat  you  to  perform  that  ofEce.   . 

'       AMEhiA  reads.  ' 
"  Madam,  -. .     ' 

.    ff  Suffer  oixie  ari^  audience^  of  five  minutes,  . 

^*  when  I  (h^ll  communicate  fcmie  bufinefs  to 

'Vybu,  of  the  utmoft  importance,  tho*  of  the 

^^  blaekefl:  hue.     My  liame  I  muft  begta  con- 

!^  teal  i  you  know  niy  perfon,  which,  to  prevent 

^^  difcovery,  I  beg  to  be  admitted  in  a  veil> 

"  Ihou'd  you  be  inclined  to  fee^ilie.  ^     - 

^'  I  am,  your  Ladylhip*s  firfecre  Friend.'* 

Amelia. 
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Amelia.  I  know  not  what  to  make  of  it: 
Vm  neally  thunderftruck.  By  all  means  fee 
hen— O,  I  bclicYC,  here  Ihe  comes. 

Enfir  Mrs.  Mbanly,  in  a  veil. 

Mrs.  Meanly.  I  come  here,  ladies,  not  the 
mouth-piece  of  falfehood,  but  the  herald-#t)f 
truth,  and  this  difguife  is  my  proteftion,  and 
your  fecurity.  The  bufinefs  that  brought  me 
hither  is  of  no  fmatl  importance.— -Yet  the  cha- 
rafter  of  an  informer,  Tm  aware,  is  not  the  moft 
Honourable  ;  but  where  it  tends  to  defeat  a  fcenc 
of  vill^iiny,  it  may  palliate  the  difgrace. 

Lady  Fick.  (D  Heaven!  what  can  Ihe 
mean  ?  (afide)  I  entreat  an  explanation — ^good 
madam,  proceed. 

Mrs.  Meanly.  Your  ruin.  Lady  Fickle,  aye, 
and  Amelia's  too,  is  not  only  formed  in  embryo, 
but  far  advanced  in  its.  pregnancy.  It  has  been 
buzz'd  about,  that  you  were  inconftant  to  your 
hufb.and ;  fo  (ays  report;  but  this  report  ori- 
ginated in  Sir  Humphrey. 

Lady  Fick.     In  Sir  Humphrey  ! 

Mrs.  Meanly.     In  Sir  Humphrey,  and  in- 
duftrioutly  propagated  by  Mr.  Meanly,   Mr. 
^kle,  and  their  infernal  agents. 
-    l,iAX>y  FicK^.     To  what  end  or  piarpofe  ? 

\^  •     MR«i. 
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Mrs.  Meanly.  The  moft  wicked :  firft  to 
blaft  your  reputation  by  the  circulation  of  fcan« 
dal^  the  better  to  ilrengthen  his  diabolical  de- 
fign  to  procure  a  divorce. 

Lady  Fick.  A  divorce !  where  there  is  nei- 
ther guilty  proof,  nor  evidence ! 

Mrs.  Meanly.     'Tis  already  procured. 

Lady  Fick.     Perfidious  monfters  ! 

Enfer  Mr.  Seymour. 

Mr.  Seym.  I  fear,  ladies,  that  my  vifit  i$ 
unfeafonable  i  you  are  upon  bufihefs. 

Amelia.  That  wears  a  moft  difmal  coni- 
plexion. 

Mr.  Seym.  It-m«ftjML-the  bufinefs  alone 
that  wears  it.  For  no  countenance  hf  re,  how- 
ever nubilated,  defefves  the  appellation. 

Lady  Fick.     Women  have  art  to  conceal. 

Mr.  Seym.     And  fo  have  men. 

Lady  Fick.     Tm  convinced. 

Mr.  Si^ym.  (diJcoversMrs.  Meanly  in  a  veil.) 
What !  a  lady  in  a  veil !  What,  what  can  this 
mean  ? 

Mrs.  Seym.  It  is  an  honeft  veil.— That 
lady,  Mr.  Seymour,  tho'  unknown,  has  afted  a 
part  highly  commendable,  by  revealing  a  plot 
pf  the  vilcft  tendency  to  the  charafters    and 
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welfare  of  two  virtuous  women^  who  are  now 
on  their  guard  againft  the  execution  of  fuch 
diabolical  defigns* 

Mr.  Seym.  Faith>  there  are  too  ;nany^ 
even  of  high  rankj  who  wantonly  lay  fnare$  to 
entrap  the  innocent  and  unwary. 

Lady  Ficic.  That  lady.  Sir,  from  her  ge-»- 
nerous  condud,  mails  inexpreflible  thanks  (ot 
her  laudable  promulgation,  I  entreat  you» 
madam,  to  refume  the  horrid  tale,  that  brought 
you  here. 

Mrs.  Meanly*  I'll  take  another  oppor* 
tunity. 

Lady  Fick.  There  are  none  here  butfrieftds^ 
and  you  are  of  the  fmall  number* 

Mrs.  Meanly.  That  confideration  urge* 
me  on.  This  night  Mr.  Meanly  is  appointed 
to  vifit  you,  when  in  bed. 

Lady  Figk*    What  to  murder  me  J 

Mrs.  Meanly.  Murder  is  a  virtue  to  it* 
This  night  Mr.  Meanly  is  to  vifit  you,  when  in 
your  bed,  to  counteifeit  your  hufband's  voic^ 
and  when  within  the  curtain,  Mr.  Pickle  is  to 
enter  your  apartment,  and  be  an  evidence,  who 
will  fwear  point  blank  to  your  criminality* 
When  this  is  cffefted^  Sir  Humphrey  wiU 
ground  his  plea^  and  fqe  for  a  divorce* 

L.ABY 
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Ladt  Pick*    Detefted  vilUioy ! 

Mrs.  Mbanlt^    This  is  not  all. 

Mr.  Seym*  On  my  confcience^  I  think  ii:  tQ<i 
nmch.  .;       '   .» 

Mrs.  Meanly.  As  the  ^Azn  Hood  in  its  oru 
ginal  date — as  foon  as  the  divorce  fhould  hame 
taken  {)lace>  Sir  Humphrey  purpofed  to  pay  his 
court  to  Amelia :  but^  it  now  sipptzrsy  from  die 
nature  of  the  duel^  that  Ke  had  nudelbme  ^- 
^imeefr  already  on  thatfcore;  .but.wis^iwtrdy 
repulfed  by  Anlelia.  This  difappointr^cnt  .has 
chafg*d  him  with  reyenge;  this  nighty  he 
is  fully  determined  to  avail  himfelf  of  the  pof- 
fdSon  of  Amelia's  h^ufe^  and^  at  ;tl>e  hazard  of 
his  life,  will  offer  y ielence  to  her  honour,  (gpiffg) 
I  wDu'd  unveil,  but  ifty  life  depends  on  this. 
iCQvering.  Let  me  once  more  caution  you,  be 
on  your  guard — Fare  you  well.  .     (Exit*) 

All  tU  L^dies^  Thank  you,  m^am.-^Who 
canflic  bei?  .  .'.  ■       •'.:  .  / 

'^  AuvLiA.  Is  it  poffiblc  that  jiliman  natpfe 
can  be  fo  deformed  ?  I  was  inclined  "to  difcredit 
the  detail  i  but  that  part  refpefting  myfelf,  I 
know  to  be  a  fa<9:. 

.  LAj£>y  Ficn;.  It  confirms  tpp  wha$  Motherly 
wou*4  have  laid, .  had  her  ferength  not  fail'd 
her.— Pm  not  a  wonnian>  if  I  dp  npt  pierce  him 
to  the  heart. 

Mr. 
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Me.  SfiYM.  Arm  yourfelf  with  patient 
fortitudc-^takc  no  hafty  ftejy^your  Ladyfliip 
is  now  among  your  fnends--*hear  calmly  their 
counfelt  Although  the  fcheme  be  well  con- 
certed, and  in  its  nature  (hocking,  'tis  not 
perpetrated,  nor  ever  IhalL  Sir  Humphrey 
is  led  on,  from  one  pleafure  to  another^ 
to  rapidly,  that  he  allows  himfdf  no  time  for 
refle£tion  i  but  madly  runs  headlong  to  deftruc- 
tion,  Buf  when  the  refledting  rpirror  is  held  to 
his  face,  he  there  may  difcovcr  his  defefts: 
fliock'd  at  the  deformity  of  his  own  image,  and 
execrating  his  paft  conduft,  he  muft  return  to 
the  duty  of  a  huiband,  and  allow  virtue  her  juft 
reward. 

Lady  Fick.  Virtue  can  never  make  the  lead: 
impreflion  on  fo  foul  a  heart. 

Mr.  Seym.  He  once  had  an  honed  heart  and  a 
noble  foul,  and  may  be  yet  recovered.  He,  like 
many  more  young  men  of  fortune,  is  not  with- 
out his  flatterers^  bangers-on,  toad-eaters ;  the 
moft  infernal  reptiles  that  can  be  let  loofe  on 
unexperienced  youth. 

Ame  L I  A.  The  creatures  you  have  defcribed, 
I  believe,  are  very  numerous,  and,  from  their 
dependant  lituations,  encourage^  rather  than 
curb  and  ridicule  their  patron's  follies.  But 
I  think  it  an  impeachment  of  any  man's  under- 
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ftandingy  who  has  no  will  or  power  of  his  own 
to  guide  him  s  but  muft  have  recourfe  to  fuch 
minions  for  their  bale  counfeL  Tou  wou'd  da 
well.  Sir,  to  prevent,  if  poffible,  this  duel. 

Lai>  Y  FicK.  Tho'  his  condud  has  been,  and 
is  fo  wickedly  bent  on  mifchief  5  I  fhou'd  be 
xniferable,  Ihou'd  any  accident,  befal  him« 

Mr.  Seym.  Leave  the  bufinefs  to  my  manage-* 
ment.  (looks  off)  I  thought  I  heard  a  voice 
that  way, — ^With  your  leave,  we'll  retire— This 
is  ^  int:ricate  affair,  that  calls  for  ferious  con- 
foltation — to  prefervc  your  innocence  and 
his  honour;  and,  if  poffible,  apply  a  drag 
chain  to  prevent  tjic  pernicious  cuftom  of 
duelling.  (going.) 

Lady  Fick.  Your  friendly  adyice  (hall  be 
obeyed.  (Exeunt.) 

Enter  Sir  Humphrey,  Pickle,  and  Meaniy, 

Sir  Humph.  There's  nothing  now,  my  brave 
fellows,  can  bar  the  way;  the  friendly  Cham- 
paign has  armed  me  with  that  refolution,  that 
both  duel  and  ravilhment  appear  to  inc  as 
this,  (/naps  bis  fingers.) 

Pickle.  Honeft  Champaign  !  it  nevej?  fails. 
—It  arms  us  with  refolution. 

Meanly.    It  Aeels  the  heart,  makes  firm 
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the  arnij  and  deafens  the  ear  againft  the  yirgin'9 
plaint. 

Sik  Humph.  No  whinings,  nor  fobbings, 
fliall  difarm  my  purpofe. — ^Amelia,  I'll  poflfefs 
thee,  tho'  hemp  bear  the  weight,  (pmting  /» 
bis  neck)  Then  viftorious  from  thy  embraces- 
have  at  the  thing,  thy  lover,  for  another  conqueft. 

Meanly.  Before  we  enter  upon  the  fcene 
of  aftion,  it  may  not  be  improper,  in  cafe  of 
accident,  that  you  fettle  your  affairs ;  ^and 
give  to  Pickle  and  myfelf  a  Bond,  that 
may  enable  us  to  difcharge  all  our  debts. 
(to  Pickle)  Shou'd  a  ball  let  daylight  through 
his  head,  we  may  in  vain  feek  fuch  another 
milky  cub.  (afide) 

PiCKL^.  JufUy  obferved.  Meanly :  (afide) 
jSLTi  accident  may  happen. 

Sir  Humph.  Your  requcft  is  granted  5  conie 
along,  you  jolly  dogs,  (going)  get  the  inftru* 
ment  drawn  up,  and  I'll  execute. 

Mbakly.  Every  thing  is  ready  prepared: 
we'll  retire  to  the  Thatch'd  Houfe,  and  over  a 
botde,.  (going)  we'll  follow  our  noble  friend  and 
patron%  A  good  hit,  eh.  Pickle  j  felf-preferva- 
tiott,youdog.  (afide.) 

Sm  Humph.    Let's  away  to  the  chace,  with . 
hark  forward-— And  with  courage  flxike  home, 
&c.  (allfing.)  (Exeunt.) 

SCENE 
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SCENE        IL 

Bei'Rc$m  in  Sir  Humphrey^ i  Hwfe:  the  Colonel  m 
the  Btd^  and  the  Confiables  under  it.  A  Lamf 
burning  on  the  "Table. 

Enter  Picklb  and  Meanly* 

Meanly,  (advancing  and  Uftening)  Hnfti! 
hufli !  She  fnorcs. 

Pickle*     Then  Ihc  deeps. 

Meanly.  Strike  me  ftiff,  but  I  long  to 
cuckold  him — I'll  out  with  you.  (pwtting  out 
the  lamp.) 

PiCKLE.  The  man  that  wou'd  not  with  fo 
fine  a  woman,  ought  to  Wej^r  horns  himfclf,  fir 
the  remainder  of  his  life — But  then,  if  we  ufe 
violence,  the  Jaws  are  open. 

Meanly.  Confound  the  men  thfllt  made 
them. — ^Here's  in  defiance  to  law  and'  golpel, 
zndnoW'^(^^dvancex  to  the  iedfisk.) 

Coh.  (in  a  feigned  voice)  Sir  Humphrey  I 
^    Meanly.-   (cemtterfeits  Sir  Humphrey's  voii^) 
My  dear,  my  love,  (throws  himfelfon  the^eMJ) 

,  Colonel  feizes  .him^  jumps-  frx)m^^be  bedy  ^ni 
draws  his  Jword.  Pickle  retreats^  and  is  nfaking 
qff^  but  the  Conftablesjecure  him. 

2  Col. 
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Col.  Unparalleled  villainy !  Bafe^  cowardly 
ra(cal|  thy  condu&  tempts  me  to  plonge  this- 
fword  in  thy  foul  heart :  and  you.  Sir— (/i(jr 
throw  tbmfdvts  on  their  knees,  imploring  meriy.) 

Meanly.  Have  mercy!  For  heaven's  fake, 
put  up  your  fword. 

CoL.  Such  wretches  invoke  heaven  !-^You 
{hall  to  prifon. 

Pickle.  Take  us  not  into  cuftody,  or  our 
reputation  is  ho  more. 

Col.  Reputation  ! — ^If  there**  juftice  in 
law^  there  follows  punifhment.  I'll  fee  you 
bang'd.  Conftables,  tie  their  Jiands,  and  lead 
them  oflT  to  juftice 

Meanly.    Sir  Humphrey  will  juftify  our 

CGoiduft^ 

Col.    Away  with  fhem,  and  I'll  follow.— 

Juftify  I-^imps  of  hell ! 


S    C    E    In    E        Itl. 

jfpormeta  in  Jmeli/^s  Houfe. 

.    .  JS;^/^  Sir  Humphrey  ^»i  Bribe.  . 

BRiBtv    This  Way,  Sir,  that's  the  door#  [ 

Sir 
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Silt  Humph.  That  leads  to  the  lufciou* 
mirfery  of  amorous  de]ights.~-Bribe^  withdraw^ 
and  to-morrow  I'll  reward  thy  fcrvrces. 

Bribe.  Succefs  attend  all  your  noble  un- 
dertakings. . 

Sir  Humph.  I  thank  thee.  (Exit  Bribe) 
Nowj  now  for  the  tender  bloflbm. 

Thus  the  bold  Tarquin,  flufh'd  with  youth,  affaird 
The  ftruggling  fair — and,  refolute,  prevailed. 

{Going  up  to  the  door)A\i\  what  have  we  here? 
the  key  in  the  door !  A  fair  aflignation,  by  Ju- 
piter ! — Now  for  a  little  refblution  to  fave  ap- 
pearances, and  (he's  mine  for  ever,  {opening  the 
door)  By  your  leave,  fair  one.  (on  entering  the 
room,  be  Jf arts  tack,  on  dijcovering  Lad^  Fickle, 
AmeUa,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Seymour)  Damnation  !     . 

Amelia,  (curtejying  to  the  ground)  This  waar 
kind,  indeed.  Sir— to  enroll  yourfelf  in  the  lift 
of  my  generous  proteftors,  in  this  critical  hour 
of  danger,  is  truly  becoming  the  exalted  cHa* 
rafter  of  the  fpirited  Sir  Humphrey. 

Sir  Humph,  (ajide)  A  yery  pretty  fituation 
this,  truly ! 

"Amelia.  HoWevcr,  as  my  own  affairs  have 
taken  a  favourable,  turn  5  give  me  leave  to 
prefent  you  with  another 'fubjeft  for  your  cha- 
ritable exertions.  (poinHngnUidy^Fickki) 

Sir 
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Sir  Humph,  (afide)  My  wife  too,  and  in 
tears  !  Sure  thefc  villains  durft  not ^ 

Amelia.  Unfortunate  innocence — Or,  to 
fpeak  more  feelingly  to  Sir  Humphrey's  pre-^ 
fent  fenfatiohs,  beauty  in  diftrcfs  has  ever 
been  deemed  a  fpecific  for  raifing  foft  emotions 
in  the  breaft  of  the  moft  obdurate* 

Sir  Humph,  {afide)  At  leaft^  I  ciln  anfwer 
for  myfelf  ,•  for  be  it  pity,  love,  or  jealoufy,  Ihe 
never  appear'd  to  npe  half  fo  amiable,  as  at  this 
moment. 

Amelia,  {apart  to  Lady  Fickle)  Take  cou* 
tAgCi  my  dear,  {to  Sir  Humphrey)  I  have  heard 
much  of  the  flexibility  of  heroes,  with  refped 
to  the  fair  fex.  I  coiild  wifli  now  to  fee  the 
Inan  fufBciently  hardened,  to  fliand  out  againft 
fuch  a  woman  as  this-^-^nd  in  fuch  a  fituation. 

Sift  Humph,  {afide)  Good  God !  what  will 
become  of  me ! — ^Were  it  not  for  (fiame,  I  could 
nlmofl:  wifh  for  an  opportunity  of  throwing  my- 
felf at  her  feeti  and  imploring  forgiyenefs* 

La  d  y  Fi  ck.  Ungenerous,  cruel  man !  {adnJanc^ 
ing)  Is  this  your  return  for  my  ever  ready  compli- 
ance with  your  will  and  pleafure  ?  This  the  hold 
you  flattered  me  I  had  on  your  affeftiens  ?  To  ex- 
pofe  me  thus,  a  helplefs^  fond^  believing  woman, 
to  the  loweft  abyfs  of  infamy  and  fhame,  for  the 
bafepurpofe  alone  of  fatiating  your  reftlefs  ap- 
L  petitcs^ 
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petites,  9t  the  cxpence  of  ail  the  goo4  ^uid  fteU 
ing  part  q( mankind  efteem  facred.  But  for  tkt 
kin4  inceipofition  of  friends,  ere  this^ihiKi  fallen 
the  devoted  vi6kim  of  unbridled  lyft. 

Sir  Humfh*  {afide)  Thank  Heaven,  diOV 
haft  not  fallen  !  but  no  thanks  to  me. 

Lady  Fick.  (^continues)  You  wifli'd  a  fepa*- 
ration-— *It  is  now  eiFeded.  Still  the  wenknefs 
of  Hiy  fex  af&ib  me-^^And  tho'  I  bhifli  to  omn 
it,  I  cannot  but  be  concern'd  at  what  regards 
your  life }  rilk  not  this  horrid  duel,  for.  Oh! 
you're  ill  prepared  for  death  I  (jht  faints.) 

Sir  Humph,  (running  to  her  t^anc^)  My 
love !  nmy  life! 

Whilft  the  ladies  art  mfkyedin  rec^vmng  ber^ 

Sir  Humph,  {etcclaims)  Would  Heaycn  bwft 
reftore  her  to  me  once  again,  the  tenor  of  t^ 
future  life  fliou'd  be  fiich,  aa  ta  merit  .^^ 
confidence  and  efteem  of  thia  beftof  woao^A^ 
{Coming  ic  herjelf,  Jhe  fiarts  hack  jm  Jedi^  Sigi 
Humphrey  &n  his  kne^s  before  her.)     ^  ^ 

Sir  Humph,  Start  nc^,  thou  injured  wo* 
man— Behold  the  prodigal  returned.  Flufli'd  with 
fuccefs,  intoxicated  with  pkafur c,  and  continu- 
ally befet  with  fycophants  atnd  flatterers,  I  have 
hitherto  been  fecluded  the  true  path  of  honour 
and  happinefs;  and,  but  for  the  kindnefs  of  pro- 
vidence, and  the  incerpofition  of  frieiids>  had 
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this  night  fallefl  a  ficnRct  to  che  lawlefs  pro^ 
jefts  of  vice  and  diflipation.— What  haS|  there- 
fore^ bc^  fo  happily  faegun  by  Heaven,  letr 
not  the  wife  of  my  choice,  however  juftlf 
offended^  <lifdain  to  compltte^-^^eeing  k^  $i$ov% 
be  continues)  Be  thefe  tears  my  advocates.  Un^ 
lifed  to  fvie  in  vain,  I  will  not  ftir  from  hencej 
till  thofe  dear  lips  (hall  have  feal'd  my  for« 
givene6« 

Lady  Fick.  This  is  too  much!  I  am  not 
proof  againft  ahufbahd's  tears.  Alas  !  SirHum^ 
phrcy  !  you  too  well  know  your  power  here.—^ 
Ariie,  and  let  all  our  paft  miftakes  be  for  eveif 
buried  in  oblivion* 

§ir  HvMPH.  (gittmg  up)  Lfnmerited  dondc- 
\  ^nfion  1  (tmhrating  her)  Thus,  thus  let  old 
tft^efs  the  warm  efiufions  of  my  foul,  for  this 
kiild  Inception;  the  chearful  remembrance  of 
Viddch  fliall  be  xiourifh'd  in  this  bread;,  with 
]live»  with  conftancy^  and  unerring  gratitude  for 
c;ver* 

-  Lady  Fick.  You  forget  we  have  other 
friends  here,  that  merit,  on  this  occafion,.  oui> 
liACereft  acknowkdgments. 

Sir  HuMPir«      True.    And  firlli  Madarti^ 

{Jo  Amelia)  may  I  prefume,  the  noble  example 

of  your  fair  friend  will  have  its   due  weight 

witfi  you.— For  tho'  I  lio  longer  figh  to  be  ad- 

L  a  mittedi 
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iriittcdas  a  lover  j-^I  (hou'd  finccrdy  regret  the 
lofs  of  your  cfteem. 

Amelia*  Your  fecdnciliation  with  your 
dear  I^dy  has  obliterated  all  remembrance  of 
paft  failings.  Go  on.  Sir,  as  you  have  begun^ 
and  reft  affured,  you'll  be  ever  held  in  efteem 
by  the  rirtuotis  part  of  our  fex^  and  refpedted, 
even  by  the  vicidrus. 

As  Sir  Humphrey  bows  to  Ameliay  Mr.  Seymour 
advances:  to  whom 

Sir  Humph.  "  Et  tu  Brute  l'^  at  thfc.  bot- 
tom of  all  this  J- — ^A  pretty  recompenfe,  truly, 
for  my  eameft  and  frequent  endeavours  to 
make  a  good  fellow  of  you  I  Seymour,  what  has 
your  honcfty  to  anfwer  for  to  the  beau  mande, 
for  depriving  a  fellow  of  fpirit  of  his  libertyj 
and  reducing  him  to  a  mere  domeftic  animal ! 
For  my  own  part,  (giving  him  his  hand^)  al^ 
can  fay,  is,  that  by  interefting  yourfelf  as  y^ 
have  done  in  my  affairs,  you  have  (hewn  youi^ 
felf  a  friend  ;  and  as  I  hope  the  iffue  will  provi 
you  no  mean  projeftor — What  have  we' here  ?     - 

Enter  Colonel — Pickle  andMtxshr  under 
a  guard  of  Conftables. 

Sir  Humph,  {dif covering  them)  VIl^\  inftni- 
'ments  of  hell — difgrace  on  difgrace  heap  upon 
me — I  cannot  bear  it. 

Meanlt^ 
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MiANLY.  Sir  Humphrey,  wc  come  hither^ 
under  a  guard  not  the  mod  honourable!  but 
you  can  juftify  our  innocence,  and  give  us  our 
liberty* 

Sir  Humph.  Give  you  fetters!  Lady  Fickle, 
did  thele  wretches  infult  your  perfon  ? 

Mr,  S£ym«  That  queilion  I  can  beft  anfwer. 
Having  been  previoufly  m9<le  acquainted  with 
thefe  honourable  gentlemen's  defigns,  I  com« 
municated  them  to  the  Colonel,  and  in  con- 
jundtion  with  him,  laid  this  plot;  conceiving 
it  dangerous^  Lady  Fickle  Ihou'd  be  in  bed, 
when  too  ruffians  cnteredher  chamber  in  the  dead 
o£  night,  to  have  her  chaftity  expofed,  perhaps 
her  life:  therefore,  placed  the  Colonel  as  a 
£;ibftitute  for  Lady  Fickle.  He  cgii  belt  give 
^detail  of  their  proceedings, 
!  iflpOLOTXEL.  As  this  thing  and  his  noble 
fo^agv^  (the  cream  of  the  ton)  approached 
^  bed,  that  fine  gexideman,  Mn  Meanly^ 
sffcGting  nujch  te^dernefs  and  love,  in  foft  ac- 
cents, with  my  dear^and  my  love-wrountcrfeiting 
your  voice.  Sir  Humphrey,  grop'd  u  my  boibm, 
but  finding  a  roughneik  here,  (pointing  to  bis 
heard)  rather  uncoipmpn  U>  b^  met  with  in 
the  fair  fex,  he  I]:arted  back«  and  wou'd  have 
retreated;  if^  wi^h  this  hand  I  had  not  grafp'd 
at  his  throatj  and  brought  niy  finger  and  thumb 
L3  in 
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Sm  HmnPH.  (/^  Seymour  and  th  Celcnei) 
Thanks  alone  are  too  feeble  for  deeds  fo  noble 
*^ye  kind  protcftors  of  the  beft  of  women, 
(to  Lady  Fickle)  Ah }  Lady  Fickle,  this  kft 
recital  vfounds  mt  to  the  heart :  if  human  na- 
ture e*er  required  forgivenefs,  {on  bis  in^e)  O  \ 
Lady  Fickle  !  it  is  now. 

Lady  Fick.  Rife  !  be  my  hulband^-^return 
but  to  my  arms — I  afk  no  more, 

Sm  HyMi»H.  Kindeft  angel,  while  life  ex- 
ifts  {laying  bis  hand  to  his  heart)  I  am  bourid  to, 
^nd  fhall  with  plcafure— '(/i?e?l/>^  at  Tickle  and 
Meanly)  Abominable  mifcreantst  The;com- 
miffion  of  itfelfwas  infamous;  but  you  exceeded 
it,  beyond  imaginationi — ^to  offer  violence  I 

Meanly.     'Twas  your  orders, ' 

Sir  Humph,  {enrag^y  Thou  Tiell  i  I  ibrbaBc 
thee  on  thy  life,  even  to  toucht..u..;i  ^i 

*    PicKLLE,     You  veiy  ill  requite  our  fervieea. 

Sir  HtrHFH.  I  havei  to  my  6wfl  infemy, 
requited  your  dirty  offices  but  too  wefi* 

Meanly.  ;  *Tt^  not  t-oo  laite  to  recede,    - 

Sm  HuMPw ,  Not  if  I  were  bafe  and  artftrf. 
as  thyfeJf  i  hut  knotr,  that  when  I  h^cfet  my 
hand,  or  pledge  my  word,  I  cvrr  heldfacred 
the  pcrfonngpce,--^!  acJtnowlcd^Cj  I  hive  been 

dup'd 
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d»p*^>  made  a  mere  cool;  and  as  a  top  m> 
fchool-bqy's  hand^  with  a  ftring  you  hare  fpm 
me :  btrt  liow  yoiir  game  is  over.  Go,  let  mc 
never  fee  yoo  more.-^^Conftables,  give  them 
their  liberty :  and  be  their  own  confciences  their 
peiipetual  accufers*  I  fay,  be  gone  ! 
FxeicLB.  'iTwere  as  weU  we  had  never  met* 
SiA  HvMPn.  ]  fhou'd  have  thea  efeap'd 
tortures,  and,  and  difgrace— ^Be  gone ! 

PicKtE.     We  have  difgrac*d  ourfelves  to 

ktd  ymir  fency  j  (g^^g)  ?nd  now  you  fbui  the 

door  of  friendfhip  againft  us. 

.  S»  HiTMPH.      Tbat  my  door  had  never 

beeAopea  to  you--^Lead;them  qS^  Conftabks^-^ 

Away  !   {Exiunt  Pkklt,  Meanly,  and  OnJi^kUs^ 

Now  Ym  rid  of  aJl  intercourfe  with  monfters, 

m  refume  a  hwnaa  ikape,  aod  be  what  I  oug^c 

to  be,  a  man^  and  a  Iwftiaod  ta  ome  wife.    O  ! 

&ld9dy  Fickle^  obedience  aod  tecKkrnefs  t^  yon 

fliall  mark  my  future  coddwdi  gratitude  and 

.Jbve  &all  dwel;!  in  this  heajrt,  as  long  as  tho 

,  fliell  holds  together  to  give  it  cove/ing* 

X-.ADV  FicK.  Sir  Humphrey,  do  you  ad( 
die  part  af  a  hulband,  and  Fll  perform  that  of 
a  wife.  A  flarri^  fubmiffion  on  either  fide  leada 
not  to  happinefs.  Now  you  know,  by  deaf 
toughf  experience^  how  properly  to  diftiuguilh 

L  4r  friends 
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friends  from  foes,  and  folly  from  friendfhipf  I 
can  have  nothing  to  fear^ 
.  Sir  Humph.  Generous,  charmiiig  wonian  | 
What  ccftatic  blifs  I  feel ;  my  future  ponduft 
Ihall  be  an  imitation  of  the  bright  pattern  yoi^ 
have  fliewn;  me.  There  is  a  fomething  yet 
wanting,  to  render  my  happinefs' complete- 
Havel,  Amelia,  folicited  with  fuccefsybur  for- 
givenefs  ? 

Amelia.  *Twasf  granted,  before  you  made 
the  application  t  and  yoijr  reformation  was  your 
bell  advocate. 

Sik  Humph.  You  have  a  foul  really  greatj^ 
to  forgive  an  injury  of  fuch  magnitude,  (to  tbs 
Colonel)  Colonel,  you  have  made  a  happy  choice 
in  Amelia. — I  received  your  challenge  fron^ 
juft  grounds:— and  I  accepted—— 
•  Mr.  Seym.  And  I  diffolve  it ;  tho*  a  new.  way, 
the  leafli:  in  praftice,  to  decide  duels.  Com^^ 
give  me  your  hands,  (joining  bands)  Mif 
thefe  cement  your  friendlhip— And  I  do  infift 
on't,  that  the  fubjeft  from  this  moment  fink 
in  oblivion.  * 

>  Sir  Humph.  Friendfhip  warmly  returns, 
and  your  admonition  fhall,  on  my  part,  be  faith- 
fully obferved.     .. 

Col.  And  fo  it  ihall  on  mine.  (Jhakes bands) 

SiH.  Humph.    I  qftep  have  been  miftaken— ? 
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but  I  think,  I  am  now  in  the  right.  Come, 
Amelia,  Colonel,  permit  me  to  join  your  hands, 
f  joining  bands)  the  hearts,  I'm  fure,  are  already 
Joined — May  you  live  long  arid  happy • 

Col.  I  thank  you  j  all  my  ambition  is 
crowned — Amelia  was  all  I  wanted,  or  wiflied 
for :  words  cannot  define  the  happinefs  I  feel. 

Amelia.  Nor  will  I  pretend »a  facrifice  to 
gratitude — ^But  frankly  own  that  love,  efteem, 
^nd  choice  have  fo  wrought  on  me*— the  Colo- 
pel's  happinefs  was  abfolutely  neceffary,  to 
fender  mine  complete. 

Mrs.  Seym.  Then  I  proclaim  a  jubilee  to  alL 

Sir  Humph.  Now  we  have  each  our  treafurc, 
jewels  ineftimable.^f— Experience  convinces  me, 
that  fidelity  conftitutes  happinefs,  and  renders 
it  permanent  J  and  J  am  fure,  the  moft  extra- 
vagant libertine,  in  all  his  ideal  refearchcs, 
pstnnot  overtake  an  enjoy rpent  to  be  compared 
Mjjik  a  virtuous  wife. 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 


MEN. 

SIR    JOHN   PENURIOUS,    An  avaricious  old  Man. 
OVERTON,    Pompous,  over-reaching,  and  married   to  Sir 

John's  Sifter. 
CAPTAIN   SANDFORD,    An  Officer  in  the  Navy,  in 

Jove  with  Sophia. 
CAPTAIN  O'LARY,    An  Iriih  Officer,  a  diftant  rclatioii 

of  Overton's,  in  love  with  Angelica. 
JACK   PENURIOUS,    Sir  John's  Son,  a  weak,  infigni- 

ficant  young  Man,  governed  by  Qveiton. 
L  O  R  D   E  O,    A  Gambler. 
CLASSIC,    A  poor  Curate. 
TIMOTHY,    Servant  to  Sir  John. 


WOMEN.  ^2 

SOPHIA,  Paughter  to  Sir  John,  in  love  with  Captain 
SandCord.  7^ 

ANGELICA,  Paughter  to  Overton,  in  love  with  Captain 
O'Lary. 

9  E  T  T  y,    Scnrant  tQ  Sophia^  in  love  with  Timothy, 
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COMEDY. 


ACT     I. 

S  C  E  N  E   L  yf  Room  in  Sir  John  Penurious's 
Hou/e. 

Enter  Timothv,  much  intoxicated i  Betty  on 
the  oppoftte  Side,  meeting  him. 

Betty, 

TIMOTHY,  Timothy,  I  fay,  Timothy, 
what  the  duce,  are  you  deaf,  and  dumb 
too  ?  (pulls  bim  fy  the  ear)  Hey  day  I  what— 
toxicatcdl 

Timothy* 
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TiMOTH  y .  You,  you  pull  hard,  Mrs.  Bettjr. 
He,  he  is  a  rare  good  naturcd  gentleman ;  I,  I 
will  lay  down  my  life  for  him. 

Betty.    Who's  a  good  natured  gentleman  ? 

you  great FU  not  fool  my  tongue — but— - 

you  xoU  about  like  a  hog>  you  do« 

Timothy.  So  wouM  you,  ify  if,  you  had 
been  there. — Plenty  of  French  wines. 

Betty.  Lard,  Lard,  I'm  out  of  all  patience : 
well,  if  I  don't  atteft  you  more  than  ever. — ^Why, 
mafter  has  been  calUag  like  mad ;  he  wants  to 
be  (haved,  and  have  his  beft  perriwig. 

Timothy.     So  he  may  :  I'll  tarry  no  longer 
here,  and  drink,  drink  fmall  beer,  fmall  beer, 
from  lady  to  lady. — Come,  my  dear  Bctt.  (at'^q 
tempts  to  kifs  her^floejcratclois^  him.)  U^ 

Betty.     Bett !    Bettl   You  he-goat  thief, 
how-  dare  you  fult  me  fo  ?  If  thou  do'H  not  ipfci 
me,  where  thou  haft  been,  I'll  tear  out  thy  eyqg^ti 
I  will.  T      ^ 

TfMOTHT*    A  goat !  I  ncver^  I  never  tol^ij 
you  I  was  s  Wdchman.     Did,  ye$^.  did  you,^ 
Mrs.  Betty,  and  Mifs  Sophy,  but  know,  you 
wou'd  think  me  as  fweet,  as  Captain  Sandford. 

BifiTTTr  ¥opu  ^eac  ^rvuinblcuil,  make  &i  free 
with  the  dear  dead  gentlcwiwi's  warue-i'-'tis  To 
preftnTipacm  of  you :  if  you  mmtion  his  naoM 
before  my  lady,  (he'll  run  into  fits,  (be  wll« 

Timothy. 
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TxuoT^r.  Dead !  O  dear!  O  desir !  hcwr 
fomc  folks  can  romance  !  Here  it  is,  (uk^  4M 
a  leUer^  and  puts  it  in  bis  packet  agaiftj  in  here 
are  thefweets,;  frani  his  own  felf. 

Bbtt;Y  .  Well,  Heaven  will  iafped  u$  nuids  I 
Then  I  do  proteft^  if  he  is  not  dead>  he  muft  be 
alive ;  and  the  wicked  news -papers  are  all  full 
of  falfity.  Now,  my  deax  Timmy,  tell  me  all 
9bout  it.  (cMxing^)  ' 

Timothy,  I,  I  won't  then ;  J  FU  take  k 
to  Mifs,  myfelf— Us  maids  !  (looks  earneftly.) 

B^TTY.  pray  now,  Mr.  Timothy,  give  me 
the  lettcn 

Timothy.  I  tell  you,  I  (hant  i  I,  I,  yes,  I 
promifcd  Captain  Sandford,  to,  to,  take  it  my- 
ifelf. 

tl(£TTY.  Do  now,  ril  do  any  thing  for  you, 
IcU^e  have  it.  {leans  on  bis  Jhoulder^  and  tap 
biO^under  the  cbin.) 

Timothy,   O,  O,  you  coaxing ^Willyoti 

then,  to,  to,  nighti  give  mc  a — raftier  of  bacon, 
an,  an,  and  a  glafs  of  your  cordial  ? 

BtTTY.  Upon  my  honour;  may  I  never 
then  wear  another  bit  of  gafuxe:  you  know, 
Timmy,  Tm  never  crofs,  when  you  are  good 

humour'd, 

Timothy.    Well,  weU,  llcft  him  then*-*- 
4  at. 
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atj  Bty  the  Antdape*     f  i'i&^  ^^^j^  bis  ptkei  of  ^ 
the  letter 4  J 

Bettv.  O  charming !  now  I  have  it,  for  all 
your  obftacles.  Oh>  'tis  him  !  here's  the  figfi 
of  the  anchor  on  the  feah  How  Mifs  will  love 
me  !  1*11  not  keep  her  a  bit  in  expeiice.  (ExH 
Betty  in  bafte.) 

Timothy,  (following)  Ydu  da-^amncd 
thief;  if  you  tell  Sir  John,  you  Ihall  fa— faft 
fo^  Timothy*  (E^^it  reeling.) 

Enter  Sophia  witb  a  book^, 

Sophia.  V\\  fated  hour!  cruel  death !  to 
rob  me  of  him  I.ldvcd^  . 

Enter  Betty  in  raptures. 

Betty.  O  ma'am  !  O  ma'anx!  O  ma'am! 
indeed  ma'am ! 

Sophia.  What's  all  this  ?— Why  in  this 
flutter  ? 

Betty.  Sweet  gendeman  I  Monftrous,  mon* 
ftrous  lucky,  ma'am. 

Sophia,  (angrily)  Talk  not  to  me  of  men. 

Betty.  Oh  I  did  you  but  know  how  much 
he  loves  you. 

Sophia.  Love  I  *tis  fled^  and  will  never 
'more  return  to  this  manfion. 

Betty.    Dear  xna'amj  did  you  but  know 

the 
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tiie  one  half  I  underftand,  you  wou*d  dance 
out  of  yourlkin,  you  wou'd. 

Sophia.  Dance  \  when  my  Sandford  funk, 
my  dancing  ceafed.  But  what  nonfenfe  is  this  ? 
I  infift  upon  knowing. 

Betty.  Nonfenfe,  ma*am!  Lard,  Lard,  I 
fancy,  ma'am,  this  letter  will  apprife  you,  that 
fervants  can  fpeak  fenfe,  as  well  as  their  bet- 
ters; and,  and  that  Captain  Sandford  is  alive, 
and  not  dead,  (gives  the  letter)  There,  who  has 
the  moft  fenfe  now,  I  wonder ! 

Sophia,  {much  agitated)  What  did  you  fay  ? 
How  my  heart  throbs!  {looking  at  the  letter y 
di/covers  a  mixture  of  joy  and  diftrejs)  It  is  his 
writing !  My  Sandford  lives !  {faints^  and  falls 
in  a  chair.) 

Betty.  He  does  indeed,  ma'am;  don't  be 
larmed — Timothy  was  with  him — brought  the 
letter :  pray,  ma'am— do,  ma'am,  pluck  up  your 
fpirits — read  the  letter :  O  laws,  how  cruel  'tis 
to  die  when  he's  come  to  life  ! 

Sophia,  {recovers  and  looks  ahut  her)  Did 
Timothy  fee  him  ?  Did  he  converfe  with  him  ? 
Oh  !    IS  it  not  a  dream  ? 

Betty.  Lard  a  marcy,  ma'am,  tho'  people 
walk  and  talk  in  their  fleep,  do  they  ever  write 
letters  ?  pray  open  it,  and  then— 

Sophia,  (getting  up,  opens  the  letter^  and  reads 

M  to 
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to  berfelf)  He  lives  !  Heaven  has  been  kind 
indeed.— This  fudden  flow  of  joy  overwhclnis 
me :  methinks  one  friendly  tear  wou'd  remove 
the  load  that  prefles  my  joyous  foul.  O  Betty ! 
thou   kind   meflenger !     aflift  me :    lead    me 

hence. Sandford !    the  conftant    Sandfbrd  ! 

(pleads  her  off.)  {Exeunt  in  tranfpcrtJ) 

Enter  Sir  John  Penurious,  in  an  old  wig. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Robbed  and  plundered  of  my 
property.  This  is  the  confequence  of  keep- 
ing fervants :  they  think  of  nothing  btit 
cramming  from  morning  till  night. — Ay,  ay, 
it  cods  them  nothing.  Not  lefsthanapeckloa^ 
twenty  pounds  of  butchers  meat,  and  a  barrel 
of  fmall  beer,  have  been  devoured  this  week,  and 
ftill  they  are  not  fatisfied.  O  the  whelp,  here 
be  comes* 

Enter  Timothy  wiib  a  wig  in  Bis  band^  reeU 
ingy  covered  with  fowder: 

Timothy.  Here,  here  it  is,  fit  for  a  ge, 
gentleman,  to,  to  wear,  {attempts  to  put  it 
ony  lets  it  fally  and  finds  a  difficulty  in  taking, 
it  up.) 

Sir  J.  Pen*     Thou  gormandiaing  glutton  J 

Where 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A      C  O  M  E  D  y»  l6j 

Where  in  the  name  of  intercft  has  he  been  ? — ^ 
Why,  Sir,  you  are  as  drunk  as  an  Alderman. 
If  this  is  the  way  you  go  on.  Sir,  I  (hall  be 
ruined;  a  very  pretty  fellow  for  a  Butler!— 
Why,  rafcal,  I  have  been  waiting  for  my  perri- 
wig  thefe  two  hours. 

Timothy.  Drunk  !  I,  I  have  not,  no,  upon 
my  foul,  got  drunk  at  your  expence  thefe  fevcn 
years:  a  Butler  too,  nothing  but  fmall  beer! 
I  now.  Sir,'  keep  gentlemen's  company, .  and 
drink  wine. 

Sir  J.  Pen-.    What,  in  the  name  of  intereflr, 

fervants  have  the  impudence  to  drink  wine  !— 

You  (hall  out  of  my  houfe.  Sir.— Where  have 

-you  been,  and  how  came  you  to  be  thus  beaflly  ? 

— Anfwer  me  that.  Sir  I 

TiMOTHV.  By,  by  drinking,  as,  as  you  do 
at  eleftions,  at  other  people's  coft,  when  you  fell 
your  tenants*  votes  to  the  bcft  bidder. — Yes, 
damn  me,  I,  I,  I'll  fwear  to  it. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  What,  rafcal !  infulted  by  my 
fervant,  and  charged  with  bribery  and  corrup- 
tion !  There  is  no  xroncealing  the  moft  trifling 
tranfaftion  from  one's  fervants.  Faith  I  inuft 
be  quiet  for  the  prefent.  {afide) 

Enter  Bettt,  /creaming. 

Bitty.     OSirK^Sii:!  OSir!   Mifs  So- 
M  a  phia 
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phia  is  all  but  dead,  in  a  perplexity  fit:'  O  Fm 
fure  flie  muft  infpirc. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Dead,  fay'ft  thou  ?  Then  a 
doftor  can  be  of  no  ufe.  {in  a  penfive  pofture.) 
.  Betty.  O  pray.  Sir,  be  fpeditious,  and 
come. 

Timothy.  Po,  poor  Captain  Sandford^  he, 
he  is  of  no  ufe  now.  (^Betty  beckons  to  timothy  U 
befilent.) 

Sir  J.  Pen.  {going)  You  whelp,  how  dare 
you  mention,  under  my  roof,  the  name  of  Sand-> 
ford  I  But  thank  Heaven,  he  has  long  been 
food  for  fiflies.-r-Come,  come,  Betty;  poor  girl  I 
poor  girl !  {Exeunt  Penurious ^  baftilyy  anJJBetty.) 

Timothy,  {follows  reeling)  Charming, 
charming  wine  !  I,  I  wi(h  I  had,  had  t'other 
bottle,  to,  to  moiften  my  lips,  and  cool  niy 
tongue  a  little.  (Exit.) 


S    C    E    N    E      II. 

]Enter  Jack  Penurious,  and  Overton. 

Jack  Pen.     *Tis  impoffible  Ihc  can  live : 
Sandford's  death  has  done  her  bufiqefs. . 

Overton. 
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OvertS^^"'  The  poor  thing  will  then  be 
provided  for,  and  fo  you  will  come  in  for  the 
whole  eftate,  and  her  fortune  too ;  fole  heir  of 
Dungniore  Place.  As  for  your  father,  poor 
wretch,  he  can't  hold  out  many  years  longer. 

Jack  Pen.  Right;  yet  we  fhou'd  not 
exult  i  that  is,  I  mean,  publickly,  at  a  father's 
or  fiffer's  death.  The  world,  you  know,  has 
fo  much  to  fays  not  that  I  think  it  any  harm. 

OyE^TON.  Curfe  the  world  ;  independence 
bids  defiance,  and  fets  you  above  it.  When 
you  are  married  to  your  coufin  Angelica — 

Jack  Pen.  Were  Angelica  mine!  But  do 
you  think  her  inclined  to  have  me  ? 

Overton.  Have  you.  Jack !  give  me  your 
hand.  (Jbakes  bands)  Thou  haft  my  hearty  con- 
currence J  fhe  dares  not  rcfufe  thee  5  my  plea- 
fure  Ihall  be  gratified. 

Jack  Pen.  In  that  cafe,  I  fliou'd  be  happy 
to  take  the  undertaker  by  the  hand  :  he  ftiou'd 
take  poffeQion  of  the  body,  and  I  of  the  j^ftate. 
Between  ourfelves  here — mum — I  think  they 
have  lived  long  enough. 

Overton.  So  they  have,  (both  Jaugb)  Your 
manly  obfervation  endears  you  to  me  :  you  aft 
like  a  man  of  fpirit  and  fafliion.  Your  father 
has  certainly  lived  too  long,  and  the  eftate  ought 
to  be  yours.  You'll  ftep  over  in  the  evening, 
M  3  an4 
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and  you  may  be  both  together.  Captain  O'Lary, 
a  diflant  relation  of  mine,  will  be  there;  youll; 
like  him,  an  honeft,  good  tempered  fellow. 

Jack  Pen.  So  he  is,  and  Angelica  is  nevef- 
better  pleafed,  than  when  he's  teaching  her 
French.— She  fcems  delighted  with  his  Trilh 
accent.  ■ 

Overton.  So  fhe  is,  fo  (he  is  :  but  no 
matter,  he  is  very  converfant  in  the  French, 
and  has  fully  anfwered  my  purpofe.  To  be 
fure,  fhe's  fenfible,  quick,  tradable,'  and  good- 
humoured,  which  niakes  him  take  the  more 
pains. 

Jack  Pen.  1  fear  he  leaves  this  country 
foon :  I  hear  he  has  raifed  his  number  of  re- 
cruits. 

Overton.  I  (hall  regret  his  departure  molt 
exceedingly.  To  be  fure,  I  have  treated  him 
a  little  civilly,  and  his  attention  to  my  daughter 
has  requited  the  obligation.  But  you'll  not 
fail  coming  in  the  evening. — Pll  make  thy  peace 
with  Angelica. 

Jack  Pen.  Your  kindnefs  has  made  too 
deep  an  impreffion  on  my  heart,  to  negleft  fo 
favourable  an  opportunity.  An  occurrence  has 
lately  happened,  that  gives  me  fome  uneafincfs: 
I  cou'd  wifti  to  communicate  it  to  you. 

Overton. 
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bvfeRTON.  Never  fear  Jack,  your  peace  is 
made ;  1  tcU  you  Angelica  Ihall  be  yours. 

•Jack  Pen.  ThatY  not  my  grievance  i  'tis 
of  more  cbnfequence  I 

OVERTOK.  {afide)  The  devil  it  is. 

Jack  Pen.  You  know.  Sir,  the  fum I  loft 
to  my  Lord  E.  O. 

Overton.     True,  what  of  that  ? 

Jack  Pen.     Yefterday,  I  met  his  Lordfliip, . 
who  told  me,  I  muft  pay  him  immediately,  hav* 
ing  the  preceding  night  loft  his  fortune  to  my 

Lord  Chefs.    But,  but  he  fays faith  I  can't 

tell  you, 

OvERtON.     Pray  go  on,  let  me  heat  it  out. 

Jack  Pen.     His  Lordfhip   fays,  if  I  will 
procure  him  an  audience  of  my  fifter,  break 
the  ice  of  love  before  him,  he'll  forgive  me  the 
'  debt. 

OvBRToN.  The  ice  of  love  !  What  a  meta- 
phor ! — ftupid  rafcal !  (afide)  And,  and  what  an* 
fwer  did  you  make  ? 

Jack  Pen.  Faith,  I'll  be  upon  honour. — 
Why,  I  promifed  him  I  wou'd,  not  that  I  in- 
tend it — no,  upon  my  houour. 

Overton.     Bravo  !  a  devililh  good  hit,  an 

excellent  evafion ;  for  you  not  only  cancel  your 

own  debt,  but  "'twill  rekindle  revenge  in  the 

old  Boy's  bofom  againft  Sophia  ^  a^d  if  he  die$ 
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during  my  Lord  E.  O/s  amour,  at  any  rate 
'twill  be  all  your  own. — I  only  wifli  for  your 
fake  to  be  his  apothecary.  * 

Jack  Pen.  And  ferve  him  as  the  apothcr 
cary  did  Romeo :  a  good  plan,  faith,  {htb  laugh) 
Well,  adieu.    I  (hall  haften  my  return,  (going) 

Overton.  Hold,  a  thought  ftrikes  me: 
Suppofe  now,  now  fuppofe,  if  this  plan  Ihou'd 
not  fucceed  in  your  favour  with  my  Lord  E.  O. 
invite  him  to  my  houfe  to  dinner ;  I  have  (bme 
devilifh  potent  wines,  and  my  life  on  the  bufi* 
nefs,  that  you'll  be  no  longer  his  debtor. 

Jack  Pen.  Egad,  an  excellent  fch^me  ! 
he's  all  generofity  when  elevated.  .  Well,  your 
fervant.  I  (hall  not  fail  being  at  the  appointed 
time.  (Exil.) 

Overton.  Adieu!  adieu!  Never  was  there 
fpun  a  better  ftring  to  play  upon  ;  and  while  in 
tune  I  muft  employ  it.-— If  I  play  my  cards 
right,  I  Ihall  convey  every  (hilling  of  the  Penu- 
rious's  family  into  my  own,  fnug.  Sandford's 
affair  with  Sophia  has  done  well  for  me.— Yet 
I  am  apprehenfive  Sir  John  will  not  confent  to 
the  marriage. — Not  a  (hilling  will  he  part  with^ 
while  his  eyes  are  open. — No  matter.  Til  get 
them  fecretly  married,  and  .the  old  fox  may 
then  run  to  earth  whe^  he  pleafes ;  the  fooncr 
the  better. 

Enter 
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Enter  Captain  O'Lary. 

O'Lary.  What!  my  dear  friend,  alone! 
and  by  yourfelf  too ! — ^Where  is  the  dear  crea- 
ture, Angelica  ?  Is  flic  not  with  you,  by  herfelf  ? 

Overtoil.  I  rejoice  to  fee  youj  Captain. — 
As  you  entered  the  room,  I  was  in  a  brown 
find,  the  refuk  of  whigh  iSj  that  I  ftiall  many 
off  Angplica  immediately,  but  muft  beg  your 
afliftance  to  forward  the  bufineft, 

O'Lary*  Upon  my  foul,  honour,  and 
body  too,  that's  more,  if  my  all,  and  mj 
everything,  is  not  at  your,  family's  fervice.— 
May  I  be  bold  to  afk  a  little  queftion  ? — And 
where  was  the  lover  born  ? 

Overton.  In  Dungmore  Place — her  coufm 
Penurious—^ 

0*Lary.  Is  it  fo,  then,  to  Jack  her  own 
coufin  ? — Faith,  my  jewel,  but  you  lie.  (afide.) 

.Overton.  An  excellent  thing.  Captain; 
altho*  he's  feldom  fober,  her  virtue  and  good 
fenfe  may  reclaim  him. 

O'Lary-  But  is  he  not  a  little  deficient  here  ? 
(pointing  to  bis  bead  J) 

Overton.  Not  fo  well  fumifhed.— -But  he 
has  pafled  his  fixteen  terms  at  Oxford,  and  is  a 
good-natured,  weak,  gpo4  fort  of  a  young 
man.    As  for  his  intellefts,  to  be  fure-— -rBut 
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that's  an  obftacle  too  inconfiderable The 

cftate>  the  eftate.  Captain, 

O'Lary.  'Tis  a  fine  thing  to  have  a  long 
head.  And  let  me  teli  you,  Sir,  diat  you  are 
not  wanting  in  that  precious  part.  But  are  yoti 
fore,  Angelica  will  join  herfelf  to  him. 

Overton.  Moft  certainly:  (he  mull  haye 
no  will  of  her  own:  the  parent  fhou*d  guide, 
and  the  child  muft  obey,  (ftruts  about)  • 

O'Lary.  By  my  foul,  if  parents  here  in 
England  don't  cranl  their  children  with  matri- 
mony, as  they  do  the  turkeys  of  Norfolk,  make 
them  eat,  ivhen  the  poor  creatures  have  A6 
appetite  at  all,  at  all,  to  fwallow,  {aftde)  Faith, 
Sir,  but  I  like  your  calculations ;  you'll  out-- 
wit  die  old  Baronet,  and  his  fon  too. — ^I  fee  clear 
into  the  cafe. 

Overton.  No  fear  of  that.  Captain  j  but, 
but  mum,  mum,  for  the  prefent, 

O'Lary.  What  a  blefled  talent  is  aft !— « 
Well,  your  fervant,  for  a  Ihort  feafon  y  and,  if 
Angelica  is  difpofed,  1*11  give  her  a  reading  or 
two :  (going)  and.  Sir,  you  may  depend  on  Cap^ 
tain  O'Lary  j  he  will  do  the  clean  thing, 

Overton.  In  the  mean  time^  I  fliall  be  in 
waiting  for  the  young  Tcjuire,  prepare  him  for 
the  noofc.  {both  laugh) 

End  of  the  FiRsT  AcXt 
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II. 


SCENE    I. 

Enter    Betty    and   Timothy, 

Betty.     * 

I  TOLD  you,  that  your  drunkenncfs  wou'd 
incure  your  difchargc. 

Timothy.  Who.  cares  ? — Not  I :  fo  there's 
a  word  for  all.  Your  cagemcfs,  I  hope,  did 
not  tell  Sir  John,  that  Captain  Sandford  was 
not  dead. 

Betty.  Let  mc  alone  for  the  matter  of  that. 
Now  Timothy,  you  muft  be  mum,  mum,  mum  j 
then,  then,  ha.!  ha  !  how  excellence  it  is^ — ^Why, 
Captain  Sandford  laid  the  contrivance  in  the 
letter. 

Timothy.  Mum !  mum !  mum  1  O,  I  have 
iti  and  fhall  do  as  Sir  John  does  before  the 
eledion,  kifs  the  wife  to  buy  the  hufband's 
vote. — Here,' here,  take  the, bribe 5  (kiffes)  now 
no  longer  be  mum. 

Betty. 
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Betty.  You  teazing  thing,  you  ftop  z 
body's  breath,  you  do— How  can  you  touzic 
one  fo  ? 

Timothy.  Touzic ! — *tis  nothing  to  what  I 
can  do. 

Betty.  O  you  bewitching  thing  you — • 
But  Tim,  Sir  John  is  going  to  fend  you,  only 
think  of  that. 

Timothy,     Think ! — ^Think  of  what  ? 

Betty.  For  a  phyfician,  ha !  ha !  and  play 
a  trick  upon  Sir  John. — Q  dear  me  !  'twill  be 
charmipg,  ha !  ha !  and  bring  Captain  San4- 
fprd,  and  then- • 

Timothy.  And  then,  we  muft  fcek  new 
fervices,  and  new  lives  too.  Sir  John  will  not 
be  caught  fo :  Why,  he  has  as  much  cunning 
as  any  gentleman,  to  get  in  the  parliament 
Houfe  :  he's  as  fly  as  any  of  'um. 

B?TTY.  Never  you  heed  that  j  you  muft  be 
mum.  I,  and  Mifs,  and  Captain  Sandford  have- 
contriv'd  it : — He  is  to  give  himfelf  a  long  out- 
landifh  name — The  mountebank  doftor's  that 
goes  about,  and  you  give  him  this  letter,  (gives 
^letter.) 

Timothy,  Ha  !  ha !  ha !  I  will  j  I,  I  like 
a  contrivance. — Let's  bufs;  my  name'  an't  Ti- 
jnpthy,  if  I  don't  give  it  him.  {kijfei  repeatedly.) 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  John  Penurious,  /o/tly. 

Sir  J.Pen,  What !  in  the  name  of  intcreft, de- 
file my  houfe!  He's  as  corrupt  as  a  Nabob.  (^^Z^) 
Hey  day  !  what  now^  rafcal^  debauch  my  maid ! 
(ftrikes  bim)  make  Dungmore  Place  a  Bagnio ! 
Did  not  this  preffing  bufinefs  call  thee,  thou 
(houldfl:  out  of  my  houfe  this  inftant* — And 
you,  baggage. 

BETxy.  Lard  Sir,  if  ever  my  vartue  was 
peached  before,  fince  the  hour  I  was  born. 

Sir  J.,  Pen,  Did  I  not  fee  thee  in  the 
Ycry  aft  ?  Thy  face  fpeaks  it — hufly. 

Betty.  O  dear !  O  dear !  I  fliall  lofe  my 
charaffcer,  and  fweet  peace  of  mind. — Indeed, 
Sir,  he,  he— we  was  only  whifpering,  left 
Mifs  (hou*d  be  difturbed — that  was  all  indeed, 
as  I  am  an  individual  parfon  of  the  univarfai 
world. 

Timothy.  Left  Mifs  fliou*d  be  difturbed— 
Yes,  that  was  all,  indeed. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Difturbed  !  Thou  audacious 
fliifter  of  truth — ^go  to  your  miftrefs.  {Exit 
Betty)  Well,  Sir,  are  you  not  afhamed  of  your 
behaviour  ? 

Timothy.  Yes,  Sir  j  Tm  not  accuftomed  to 
fuch  ftrong  liquors. 

Sir,   J.  Pen.    Zounds !  I  had   forgot  thy 

drunk- 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


174        "^^^  OBHraRCwrs  cotrNTERFEir, 

dninkennefs,  glutton. — Drunkennefs  (hall  be  in- 
ferted  in  your  charaftcr>  as  well  as  whoredom. 

Timothy.      Whoredom !— -I  never,  in  all 

my  life mayhap  you  may  be  worft  fcrved.— r 

No  gentlemen's  Butkrs  are  lik^  me ;  no  wine, 
no  ftrong  beer:  I'm  fo  fwelled  with  new  whey, 
that  I'm  afraid)  I  ihall  be  taken  off*  at  laft^  in  ar 
fit  of  the  dropfy. 

Sir  J.  PErf,«  You,  who  are  out  of  the 
dregs,  talk  of  wine  and  ftmng  beer !— But 
I'll  be  revenged ;  thou  flialt  have  no  character 
at  alU 

TiMOTtty.  The  rich  delight  in  ftarving  us 
poor  fervants,  by  refufing  us  charafters,  which 
is  a  flow,  but  certain  murder,  of  all  deaths  the 
moll  cruel :  fhame !  to  the  law  it  goes  un- 
punifhed.  Well,  Sir,  I  have  done  my  duty  by 
you — rubbed  your  legs,  felt  your  pulfe,  and 
gave  you  purges  when  you  was  fick.^ — Re- 
collcdt.  Sir  John,  you  promifed  me  a  place  at 
court ;  yet,  am  never  the  better :  but  the  vo- 
ters of  bribery  are  as  full' as  bacon  Hogs. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  (looks  meajy)  Well,  Sir,  'tis 
my  patriotifm ;  all  for  the  good  of  my  country. 

Timothy.  Can't  I,  Sir,  ferve^my  country 
too,  the  fame  way,  if  I  have  a  place  at  court  ? 

Sir  J.  Pen.     Mend  your  manners,  I'lLfor- 
give  thee  \  thou  fhalt  fee  better  times. 
2  Timothy. 
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Timothy,  I  have  long  waited  for  this 
feaft,  but  my  faft  is  not  yet  broken;  but  I 
feel  as  great  a  craving  within  as  ever. 

Sir  J- Pen.  I'll  reward  thyfervicesj  VH 
raife  thy  wages  five  (hillings  a  year. 

Timothy.  Five  (billings  !  Won*t  you  noake 
me  ferve  my  country  too  ? 

Sir  J.  Pen.  TU  confider  of  it;  follow 
me  to  the  chamber  door  of  thy  miftrefs.  (going) 
If  (he  is  not  better^  I  (hall  fend  thee  for  this 
great  dodor  that  travels,  the  country;  I  hear 
he's  reafonable  in  his  charges.  Timothy,  mind, 
if  thou  goeft,  take  old  Crop — and,  Timothy, 
take  care,  don't  over-heat  him — I  have  a  great 
refped  for  old  horfes,  dogs,  and  old  fervants.— * 
Come  Tim.  (Exit  Sir  John.) 

Timothy,  (fallowing)  Five  (hillings  !-— 
'twill  break  his  heart;  it  breaks  in  upon  his 
fchemes— ^O!  how  I  wilh  to  ferve  my  country  ! 


S    C    EN    E        II. 

Angelica /^tf/^^,  reading. 

Ang.   (gets  up)  Plague  take  this,  coufin  of 
mine ;  if  my  father  per(ifts  in  my  marrying  him,  - 

Khali 
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I  ftiall  h6  the  rrioft  wretched  of  my  Sex — ^T 
think  there's  enough  already  in  that  miferabic 
ftatc  of  bondage,  without  my  adding  to  the 
nxrmber.  However,  I  fhall  be  honeft,  and  cut 
the  matter  fhort  with  him,  let  the  confequence 

be  what  it  may. O  charming  !  here  eomes 

the  Captain. 

Enter  Captain  O'Lary. 

O'Lary.  Do  you,  mifs,  fee  any  ex- 
prefllons  in  that  book,  now,  that  can  paint 
all  what  I  feel  for  you,  my  lovely  Angelica  ? 
Oh  !  and  were  you  to  fee  my  heart,  fure  you 
wou'd  fee  a  honey-comb,  and  of  your  own 
making. 

Ang.  You  flatter.  Captain;  but  you  officers 
have  fuch  ways. 

O'Larv.  Sure  there^s  no  flattery  in  truth. 
— ^But  my  jewel,  are  you  difpofed  for  a  leffon 
or  two  ? 

~  Ang.      I  have  other  leflbns  now  to  attend 
to,  that  rob  me  of  that  happinefs. 

O'Lary.  Faith,  mifs,  but  I  guefs  your 
cafe,  and  pity  you  too,  that's  more. — Will 
you  make  me  acquainted  firft,  and  tell  me  after- 
wards ? 

Anc. 
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Ano.  I  cannot — it  goes  to  my  heart-fi-k 
inakes  me  miferable. 

O^Lary,  Then,  I  fwear  by  all  the  faints 
in  Ireland^  if  there's  a  Ipeck  in  that  jewels 
XI  mean  your  heart)  that  gives  Angelica 
pains — at  the  hazard  of  my  life,  but  FU  take 
it  out.-i*But,  my  precious,  how  came  it  there  ? 

Ang-  Friendly  offices  nevef  arrive  more 
fcafonable,  than  when  they  are  really  wanted.— 
O  Sir!  my  father  is  cruel  enough  to  force 
me  to  be  married,  to-morrow,  to  my  coufin 
Penurious.  I  cannot  love  him— I  Ihudder  at 
the  idea  :  if  he  confulted  his  own  intereft  and 
happinefs,  he  furely  wou'd  not  wed  a  woman^ 
whofe  heart  is  devoted^ — »-. 

O'Lary,  My  heart  has  been  all  drowned 
in  tears,  fince  your  father  told  me  the  cruel 
bufinefs :  and  if  you,  the  fweeteft  of  all  flow* 
crs,  Ihouid  be  plucked  againft  your  will,  but  I 
Ihall  live  and  die  too  in  tears.  Shall  I  then  tell 
the  truth  ?  Faith  I  will,  and  that's  a  jewel  of  a 
companion  of  an  Irifli  officer.— —Then  your 
father  prayed  and  6xed  upon  me,  to  procure 
a  prieft  for  the  very  purpofe. — That's  the  truth 
all  over. 

Anc.  Gan  you  be  thus  cruel.  Captain  ?— *• 
Will  you  be  acceflary,  to  fubjedt  a.  life  for  ever 
miferable  ?  Did  you>  Sir,  know  my  heart,  Vm 

N'  fure 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


tj9  THE    GENEROUS   CQUNTlKFElT, 

&rc  it  wou*d  claim  your  pity.— ^Youhavt  great 
influence  over  my  father :  let  me  entreat  yon 
to  cxercife  it  in  my  behalf— -be  my  Co«iifel- 
lor,   and  plead  mycaiife:   believt  me>   Sir,  I 

Ihail  not  prove my  diftreft  is  too  great,  1, 

I  cannot  explain. 

O'Lary.  Then  Til  explain  it,  and  tell  ft 
afterwards* — By  my  foul>  I  fwear  to  you,  and 
let  this  leal  my  vow,  (kiffes  her  hand)  that 
promifes  to  fathers,  in  a  cafe  like  yours,  ihou^d 
be  broken.  And  when  two  hearts  are  like  two 
twigs,  bending  for  each  other,  I  think  they 
6iou*d  meet  of  themfelves  : — and  a  mercenary 
father  like  yours,  Ihou'd  have  nothing  at  ally 
at  all,  to  do  with  the  heart  of  his  daughter, 
left:  he  fhou'd  break  it  in  making  the  joint. 

Ang.  Very  juft  :  unlefs  the  hearts  bend  vo- 
luntarily towards  each  other,  the  ring^  in  fudi 
a  cafe,  becomes  a  fetter  indeed,  and  points  oiit 
wretchednefs  and  deipair. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.     Matter  Penurious  is  come. 
Ang.     We'll  wait  on  him*    {Exit  SerDOnf) 
How  to  aft,  or  what  to  fay,  I  know  not. 

O'Lary.  ^    To  be  Ture,    agree  to  dvery 
thing  they  propofe,  to  prevent  fufpicioa ;  iind 

Captain 
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Captain  0*Lary  will  ftand  by  you^  and  refcue 
you  too  from  the  approaching  chains;  and  what 
your  father  intended  for  you  fliall  ferve  him- 
fclf.  But,  my  precious,  I'll  withdraw  to  the 
Antelope,  and  try  if  T  can  get  more  recruits  :— 
And  for  a  fhort  feafon  adieu :  (going)  but  firft, 
let  me  tell  you,  be  under  no  alarm,  no  ftep  will 
be  taken  without  my  advice. 

Ano.  Succefs  attend  you.  (Exit  Captain) 
I  am  not  fatisfied — ^yet,  why  fhou'd  I  doubt 
him ;  he  certainly  loves  me^  tho*  I  cou'd  wilh 
h6  had  been  more  explicit.  But,  I  fuppofe, 
this  method  of  making  love  is  peculiar  to  the 
foldier:  I  wifli  it  may  turn  out  foj  a  few 
hours  will  clear  my  fufpicions. — So,  here  they 
come ;  ni  withdraw  for  a  moment. 

Enter  Jack,  and  Overton.* 

Jack  Pen.  Excellent  tidings!  She  can't 
furvive  many  hours.  My  fathcr>  I  hear,  has 
difpatched  Timothy  for  a  phyfician. 

Overton.  For  a  dodtor  !  then  'tis  a  thou* 
fand  to  one  in  our  favour. — Shou'd  this  be  the 
«afe,  you'll  be  the  only  child,  my  boy. 

Ano.  {ajidey  UJtening)  O  heaven's !  that  I 
fliou'd  be  the  daughter  of  fuch  a  father,  or  i 
wife  to  fuch  a  wretch ! 

N  a  Overton. 
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Overton.  O  here  comes  Angelica;  not 
that  I  fay  it,  {he's  the  mirror  of  virtue.  Hey 
day  !  where*s  the  Captain,  child  ? 

Ang.  (enUrs  penjivefy)  He  begg'd  me  to 
apologize  for  him,  having  received  intelligence, 
that  a  dance  was  to  be  at  the  Antelope ;  and 
he  thought  his  prefence  there  might  better 
enable  him  to  procure  recruits. — He  intended 
to  have  waited  upon  you.  Sir,  previous  to  his 
going  thither;  but  the  leflbn  he  fet  me  this 
morning  was  fo  difficult,  that  I  occupied  more 
of  hi!^  time  than  ufual. 

Overton.  Gone  a  recruiting !  Always  pur- 
fuing  his  profeflion :  well.  Til  go  give  him  the 
meeting.  Several  loofe  fellows  are  about  here^ 
whom  I  diflike;  I'll  fet  the  trap— intoxicate 
them,  and  I'm  fure  he  has  art  enough  to  drive 
them  into  it.  (going J  I  fee,  you  young  rogues, 
that  my  abfence  will  be  the  more  agreeable :  I 
ihall  leave  you  to  yourfelves.     Your  fervant. 

(E^it  in  bajie.) 

Jack  Pen.  How  do  you  do,  coufin?  Arc 
you  difpofed  to  make  m«  happy  ?  You  have, 
indeed,  my  dear  Angelica,  been  a  burthen  to 
me,  on,  on  my  mind  for  fome  days. 

Ang.  For  fome  days ! — l^  your  uneafinefs 
proceeds  from  genuine  love,  I  really  pity-  you  i 
particularly,  if  I'm  the  objedt  that  impreffes 
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your  mind.-i-But  there  appears  to  me,  Sir,  great, 
impropriety  in  firft  coufins  meeting  in  wedlock, 
'  admitting  a  mutual  afFcftion  : — But,  fetting 
afide  thofc  obftacles,  my  father  may  objeftj 
for  I  have  frequently  heard  him  fay,  that  chil- 
dren fhou'd  have  no  will  of  their  own,  but  be 
iubje6t  to  their  parents;  therefore  my  heart 
muft  fall  a  vidtm  to  my  father's  pleafure. 

Jack  P?n.  Now  you  have  made  me  hap- 
py ;  all  the  bufinefs  is  alrieady  done,  I  have 
had  feveral  interviews  with  your  father,  and  he 
confents  to  our  union. 

Ang,  To  our  union  ! — Decency  might 
have  taught  you  better  j  that  I,  Sir,  muft  ap- 
prove, before  you  have  a  right,  even  to  hope 
for  h^ppinefs. 

Jack  Pen.  That's  a  point  of  delicacy  I 
never  dreamt  of;  as  knowing  well  your  father's 
difpofition,  and  that  you  muft  neceffarily  be 
fubfervient  to  his  will. 

Ang,  Very  apropos  to  the  times^ — ^Thcn, 
J  prefumc,  that  my  father's  tendernefs  for 
you,  and  your  great  love  and  afFedion  for 
me,  have  in  conjunftion  fettled  the  preli'* 
minaries  i 

Jack  Pen.     Yes,  ye$  very  minutely;  and 

your  father  advifes  us  to  be  married  in  private, 

in  my  father's  Chapel,  left  the  rumour  fpread 

N  3  abroad. 
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abroad,  and  lead  to  a  difcovery — and  to  pre- 
vent fufpicion,  Mr  Overton  has  employed  Cap- 
tain O'Lary  to  procure  a  parfon. 

Ang.  Wonderfully  ftrange !  Never,  fure, 
was  there  a  match  fo  hurried,  and  with  fo  little 
ceremony ! 

,  Jack  Pen.  The  old  proverb  fhould  be 
your  guide,  "  No  ceremony  among  friends ;" 
which  is  the  fruit  of  friendlbip,  and  the  very 
pcrfeftion  of  love. 

Ang.  Little  hopes  of  perfedtion, — The  fun 
that*s  perpetually  under  a  cloud  will  afford 
but  little  nourifhment  to  the  fruit,  which  is  de- 
pendant on  it  for  perfeftion. 

Jack  Pen.  We  have  nothing  to  fear; 
your  father  has  blown  the  fmiling  breeze  of 
approbation.  I  fuppbfe  you  have  heard  that 
my  fitter  is  dying  ? 

Ang.     Dying  ! — Heaven  forbid  ! 

Jack.  Pen.  O  yes  j  and,  at  her  death,  I 
come  in  for  her  fortune,  which  is  independent 
of  my  father.  As  for  him  too,:  he  can't  hold 
out  many  years  longer ;  he  has  lately  had  an 
apopleftic  fit,  and,  no  doubt,  the  next  will  do' 
his  bufinefs. — And  then,  Angelica!—— 

Ang.  And  then,  unfeeling  monfterl  (djide) 
Mr.  Penurious,  I  am  fliocked — I  think  the 
man,  who  is  capable  pf  exulting  at  a  father's  or 
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fifter's  diflblution,  tho^  he  were  to  inherit  ^ 
crown,  can  have  no  feeling  for  4  wife,  (going. Ji 

Jack:.  Pen.     Yqu  ihou'd  not  be  thi|s  fcru-. 
pulous — ^There*s  no  father's  or  fitter's  life  ade- 
quate to  yours;  and  particularly  by  their  death, 
fuch  advantageous  profpeds  open  to  our  view 
—Ten  thoufand  pounds  a  year,  Angelica ! 

Akg.  Penurious,  thou  art  quite  in  cha-* 
rafter.  (afiJe)  Pardon  me.  Sir,  I  muft  attend 
my  coufin  ;  and  depend  on  it,  that  your  love 
and  meritorious  conduft  fhall  be  rewarded,  as  I 
think  they  deferve;  Cg^^^gO 

Jack  Pen,  Place  no_  confidence  in  my 
fitter  i  fhe's  no  friend  of  yours  :  tho*  her  mo- 
ments may  be  ftioft,  they  may  be  delufive* 

Ano.  Till  I  find  her  falfe,  I  Ihali  not 
condemn,  nor  meanly  nourifli  the  ferpcnt  in 
my  bofom,  that  may  tend  to  her  prejudice,  or 
my  own  difhpnour.  (Exit  angrily.) 

Jack  Pen.  Her  conduft  is  very  mytteri- 
ous !  (he  has  no  appetite  £br  wedlock  i  it  mutt 
then  be  a  fafliionable  wedding. — I'll  marry  hef, 
if  it  be  but  out  of  cpft tradition  to  her  per- 
verfenefs*  I  have  been  wrong  j  I  opened,  my 
heart  too  foon— for  women  are  never  fo  much 
thcn^fclvcs,  as  when  they  are  victorious  over 
thofe  flaves,  their  lovers.  I'll  take  a  different 
courfe  in  my  next  vifit,  I  ftiall  not  be  fo  lavifh 
N  4  of 
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of  my  compliments,  nor  fo  profufe  of  my 
love.  Her  father  gives  her  tome — and  I'll 
marry  her,  yes,  by  heavens  !  if  but  tp  tormcM 
h?r  infolepce. 


g  C  E  N  E     11. 


^nter  Sir  Jo«n  Penurious,  ^nd  Timothy, 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Thou  haft  made  good  hafte^ 
Timothy  :  haft  brought  the  doftor  ? 

TiMOTHy.  Safe  enough,  and  a  fine  man  he 
Is ;  cures  every  body  of  diforders  in  and  out  of 
Jt-r— He  talks  broken  Englifh  tKo*. 

Sir  J.  Pen,  The  greater  man  j  he  muft  be 
^  foreigner. 

Timothy.     Not  a  button  the  better  for  that. 

Sir  J.  Pen,     What  may  be  his  name  ? 

Timothy.  'Tis  fo  long,  I  can*t  remember 
\i\  *twoyld  make  a  dozen  of  mine;  but  I  have 
it  in  my  pocket,  here  he  is.  (takes  out  a  flip  ef 
faferj  Doftor  Caft-^^Urine— de  Marcfbank. 
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Sir  J,  Pen,  Ay,  ay,  the  famous  German 
Poftor. 

Timothy.  That's  he,  a  German,  he  comes 
from  Franccr 

JS^tter  Optain  Sandford  as  the  DcStor,  with 
a  reffeEtful  how. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  {as  he  approaches^  O  here  he 
comes  !  How  venerable  be  looks  !  wonderful ! 
-p-What  a  beard ! 

Sandf,  Vel,  Sairs,  vil  you  Iho  me  de  pa* 
tient?   . 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Don^t  be  in  .  fuch  a  hurry, 
Po&or  s  I  am  her  father,  and  want  to  afk  you 
3.  few  neceflary  queftions. 

Sandf.  Vat  you  vas  pleafe  \  but  pity  mc 
ho  fee  de  patient. 

Sir  J.  Pen,  'Tis  all  in  good  time,  Do6tor. 
•—What  may  I  call  your  name,  Mr.  ey,  Tim  ? 

Timothy,  (in  a  flutter^  takes  out  his  paper 
and  reads)  Here,  here  he  is.— ^Doftor  Caft-urine 
de  Marefbank. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Pray,  Doftor  Call  mares  on 
the  back,  what  religion  may  you  be  of? 

Sandf.  Dat  vas  not  de  fair  queftione.  But 
]fne  religion  be  de  Englice  religione. 

Sir  J.  P«N,    Vm  glad  of  that,  90t  that  I 

5  ftudy 
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ftudy  thoff  fort  of  thlngs^ir— Then  I  fuppofc  you 
are  a  proteftant. 

Sandf.  Vous,  Sair,  be  ver  rights  me  proteft 
againft  de  Englice,  vcr  good,  Sair.  Bvt  wher^ 
be  de  patient  ? 

Sir  J.  I^EN.  But,  Doftor,  how  dp  you 
charge,  now  -,  15  it  by  the  lump,  or  fo  much  a 
vifit  ? 

Sakdf.     Me  iharge !  me  make  no  Iharge  at 
all :  if  me  no  cure  your  fhilds,  me  have  no  pay. 
Sir  J.  Pen.  (ajide  to  timothy)  A  great  man 
this,  Timothy,  and  deals  honourably. 
Timothy.     Very  honourable  indeed*  . 
Sir  J.  Pen.     Had  we  not.  better  get   an 
apothecary,  Dodor ;  or  can  you  fhift  without  ? 
— Their  bills  come  high. 

S4NPF.  Apothccarc !  mine  Gods !  me  no 
vant  de  pothecare:  for  if  de.Englice  patient 
don't  fee  van,  two,  tree  bottle,  and  van,  two, 
tree  box  of  de  pill  j  if  he  no  take  %  de  medicine, 
he  don't  think  he  be  fkk.'r-r-No,  Sieur,  me  no 
put  a  de  blifter;  me  no  give  de  piU;  nor  nq 
give  de  purge:  me  only  feel  de  pulfe.  Me 
have  one  fliarmc,  dat  yill  majce  your  vap  ftiilds, 
de  young  iadie,  vcr  well. . 

Sir  .  J.  Pen.  (afiomjhedy  to  fim^tby)  A 
wonderful  realbnable  man  this !  ey,  Timodiyi 
for  fhou'd  he  not  cvfc,  why  np  bilU,  to  paft  up. 

Timothy. 
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Timothy,  (to  Penurious)  That  wou'd  be  a 
double  lofs.  Mifery  !  mifery  !  the  love  of  hU 
naoney  is  greater  than  the  love  of  his  daughter. 
(afide. — ^0  the  Dolior)  Don't  you  cure  the 
wind-cholick,  and  the  dropfy  ? 

Sir  J,  Pen.    Well  obferved,  Tim. 

Sandf.  Me  cure  all  diforder>  incident  to 
de  human  bodies. 


.   Enter  Betty  in  a  fright. 

Betty.  Lardl  Lard  I  Sir!  Miftrefs  has 
been  up  in  the  chajr  a  full  hour^  and  more  i 
and  her  popr  dear  fpirits  are  quite  extrafted : 
Pray,  Mr.  Dodtor,  come  and  fubfcribe  to  her. 

(Exit  Betty.) 

Sir  J.  Pen.  In  the  name  of  intereft,  I,  I 
thought  her  a  dozing. — Come,  Mr.  Mr.  Caft- 
water  de  Horfebank,  follow  me.  (going)  But 
Doftor,  you  may  be  of  fervice  to  me  3  no  extra 
charge,  now  you  are  here,  ey,  Doftor.— Fm 
troubled  with  the  wind;  do  you  think,  now, 
that  you  can  fet  me  at  liberty— give  more  free- 
dom ? 

Sandf.     Sieur,  me  vil  give  you  cure. 

{Re-enter  Betty,    while  the  Doctor  is  /peaking^ 
making Jigns  to  him.") 

Sir 
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Sir  J.  Pen.  Give  me  a  cure!  faith,  that's 
generous. 

(^Betty  beckons  again.) 

Sandf.  (going)  I  go,  and  be  vid  my  one  felf, 
and  de  houfe  muft  be  ver  quiet  5  for  if  de  ladie 
was  die,  while  me  was  in  de  houfe,  me  loft  my 
reputation. 

Betty.  O  pray.  Sir,  all  the  houfe  fliall  be 
compofing. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Then,  Dodtor,  let's  hurry  I 
Jet's  hurry  I 

,  .  Timothy,  (following)  What  a  flint  I  have 
/or  ^  matter  !-r^ Agree  as  h^  thinks  with  the 
Poftor,  to  cure  his  daughter,  as  he  wou'd  for  a 
piece  of  hedging  and  ditching  !  O  that  he. 
jV7pu'd  m^ke  me  ferv^  my  country  ! 


SCENE        III. 

Sophia  alone,/eated, — EnUr  Betty,  runnings 

Betty.     O  ma'am !  he  has  a  dreffed  himfclf 
to  a  nairacle.-~He's  the  very  moral  of , the  doc-* 

tor^ 
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tor.— Here  they  come  ;  lean  upon  the  chair  j 
no,  ma'am,  you  had  better  lean  upon  me  -,  no, 
no,  I  thinks  you  had  better  be  fainting — ^fmell 
to  the  bottle,  and  I'll  fan  you  a  bit. 

Sophia.  I  proteft,  I  fear  I  Ihall  laugh;  yet 
the  joy,  at  the  fight  of  him  I  love,  may  diffolvc 
me  into  tears. 

Betty.     What  cry ! — Lard,  ma'am  ! 

Enter  Sir  J.  Penurious  and  Sandford. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  There,  Do6tor,  lies  my  daugh- 
ter, and  now  your  patient. — I  wou'd  as  fooa 
lofe  my  eftate — hum  ! 

Sandf.  (approaches)  Me  vil  fave  de  patient, 
for  de  van  half,  (feels  her  pulje) 

Sir  J.  Pen.  I  hope  you  will,  Doftor; 
more  of  that  another  time.  Come,  Betty, 
dodtors  have  queftions  to  afk  the  fick,  that  may 
be  thought  indelicate  for  folks  that  are  well  to 
hear,  {going.) 

Sandf.  Ver  good,  ver  good,  you  under--, 
ftand  de  ceremonies:  Sieur,  if  you  pleafe. 
(pointing  to  the  door. — Exeunt  Penurious  and 
Betty)  Ah !  my  dear  Sophia !  my  joy  is  ^o 
great,  I  know  not  how  to  addrefs  thee^  yet,  now 
Tm  at  liberty,  FU  pour  out  my  foul  in  rapturesr 
(falutes.) 

SoPHIAf 
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S6PHIA,  Ah,  Sandford  !  Heaven  .  fooncr 
6r  later  will  point  out  a  bright  fl:ar>  whofc  light 
will  fliinc  through  the  thickeft  cloud,  arid  fmile. 
-—And  faithful  love— — 

OANDF.  (feeling  bis  beard)  Pardon  me,  Sc- 
phia ;  my  tranfport  was  fo  great,  that  I  had  loft 
recoUeftion^  (pulls  off  his  heard.) 

Sir  J.  Pen.  (glides  in  Joftly-).  So, To,  that's 
being  very  clofe,  ey,  Doftor.  {Sandford  holding 
bis  heard  with  one  bandy  Scpbia  with  the  other,) 

Sandf.  Sieur,  Sieur,  dis  vas,  dit  vas  me 
way ;  mc  muft  come  in^  de  wind  of  the  dc  pa- 
tient's breath,  or  me  one  charme  have  novartue. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Very  jufl:,  Doftor  j  for  if  the 
breath  ts  tainted,  our  Englifli  faculty  pronounce 
the  patient  far  gone,  (ajide)  Surprifing  man  ! 
he  muft  make  a  fwinging  fortune  by  his  charms, 
if  our  Englifli  apothecaries  don't  waylay  liim, 
for  being  an  enemy  to  medicine.  {Exit.) 

Sandf.  Fortune  once  more  has  allowed 
me,  Sophia,  to  gaze  on  thee,  my  long  loft 
care,  with  rapture  and  new  delight. 

Sophia.  O  Sandford  !  indeed  you  left  me, 
ciipofed  to  trials  the  moft  fevere  \  imprifoned  by 
my  own  father ;  fhut  up  from  the  fweet  convcrfc 
oF  friends,  the  light  of  heaven,  and  with  but 
barely  a  fufEciency  of  the  common  neceJBTaries 
of  life  J  but  thofe  difficulties  were  trifling,  when 
4  I  brought 
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I  brt)tight  your  fhipwrcck  home  to  myfelf,  and 
di^w  the  fad  comparifon. — My  imprifonment, 
and  the  tyranny  of  a  father,  became  Familiar  tb 
tafe  5  but  your  death"i-«f  i«  tear-sj  tho*  I  dOrft 
not  mourn  after  tht  common  cuftom,  my  heart 
was  detply  robed  with  weeping  crape. 

Sandf.  Your  tender  concern  is  fo'deeply 
wrought  in  my  foul,  that  time  itfelf  can  ne'er 
erafc  it. — I-ihou'd  have  long  ere  now  have 
refcued  you  from  the  infults  of  an  unfeeling 
father.  But  at  the  time  I  intended  our  union, 
a  fummons  arrived  to  attend,  inftantly,  my  Ihip  . 
at  Spithead;  which  I  obeyed. — It  was  a  time  of 
aftual  fervice ;  a  non-compliance,  or  a  refig- 
nation  wou'd  have  been  both  cowardly  and  dif- 
honourable. — My  king,  my  country' called  me, 
and  fortune  gave  me  viaory.— -But  now  IVe 
furmounted  thofe  difficulties,  and  gained  both 
honour,  and  an  increafe  of  fortune,  with  you, 
I  truft,  to  fhare  it  with  me. 

Sophia.  Let  your  defence  ceafe^  I  for- 
give, and  think  your  condu(5t  great  and  ex- 
emplary. 

Sandf.  Your  approbation,  and  forgivenefs,t 
prove  to  me  an  additional  vi^ory. 

Sophia.  Forgivenefs !  Every  paffion  in 
life  fhou'd  be  facrificed  to  a  country^s  in- 
ttrcft. 

Sandf. 
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Sandf.  Charming  woman  1 — ^But  now  lct*S 
concert  the  beft  method  to  fccure  liberty.  Is 
there  no  place  of  quiet. 

SoPHiAi  We'll  retire  to  my  clofct.  Citing) 
where  we  may  remain  undifturbcd  i  this  way. 


End  of  the  Second  Act* 
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III. 


SCENE      I. 


Enter  Sir  J.  Penurious  and  Sakdford* 


.    Sir  J.  Penurious. 

WELL,  Mr.  Mr,  Caft— watexbank,  how 
is  flie  now  ? 
Sandf.     Sometimes  well,  and  fometimes  not 
well  5  his  lungs  be  cout,  and  his  livers  be  cout> 
but  de  heart  be  van  littel  bit  on  de  van  fide. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  I  thought  fo,  Doftorj  'tis  a 
love-ficknefsj  'twas  the  rogue  Sandford's  doings; 
but  now  he's  gone  to  the  bottom,  to  a  whalers 
belly,  Doftor,  one  monfter  gone  into  another. 
But,  Doftor,  do  you  now,  in  your  honeft  opi- 
nion, think  that  you  can  fet  her  heart  upright  ? 
—I'm  anxious  to  know  it,  tho*  I  wou'd  not 
O  have 
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have  her  find  out  my  affe6fcion  for  her,  mum ! 
you  underftand  me  Dofbor. 

Sandf.  Mc  forfeit  de  life,  if  me  no  make 
a  de  heart  ver  well.  But,  Sieur,  de  patient 
vants  de  pficft  for  pray,  van  petit  moment 
vid  her. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  A  prieft !  What  the  devil  a 
parfort  come  to  my  houfe ! — ^With  all  my  heart, 
Doftorj  it  looks  well  too  on  her  fide:  flic 
begins  to  relent  for  her  manifold  offences 
againft  me. 


Enter  Betty  (in  bafie.) 

Betty.  Sir,  Mifs  is  all  devotions,  and 
warits  to  know  if  Mr.  Claffic  is  comt; 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Come  I  the  devil !  he's  not  l^nt 
for  yet;  here,  Timothy,!  fay,  Timothy :  Betty, 
go  fend  m^  Timothy. 

.    Betty,     {aftde)  O  lawS  \  if  he  did  but  know 
bur  contrivance.  '       (^xit.) 

Sandf.  It  viil  be  ver  propare  for  your 
fhilds,  to  hare  de  frelh  air  in  dte  fiWd^, 

Sir  J.  Pen.  TU  be  is  ^gbod  is  m'yi^otd, 
Doftor,  not  ftir  a  yard  without  my  d-i^rellihg :  if 
Ibe^s  jdrong  enough  for  exercife,  let  her  *ralk 
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there's  air  enough  t©  work  ^  viodnjill. 

Sandp,  ]^»t  vw,. ^  yqu  vfts  pl^afc  to  ordefc, 
I  go  give  wy  direftiQUp.  (^i>q/  S^ridfqrd.) 

Enter  Timothy. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Timothy,  go  this  inftani,  take 
0I4  Crop  J  don't  hurry  him,  Tim  \  and  fetch 
Parfon  Claffie  to  thy  miftrefs;  don^t  hurry, 
Tim,  thou  knoweft  his  wind  is  a  little  touched! 
(Timothy  goifig)  Hold,  hold,  Tim ;  doft  know 
thq  hour  the  parfon  dines  ?  I  wou*d  jiot  hav6 
him  come  dinnerlefsj  I,  I  don't  like  to  be 
difturbed  myftlf,  'tis  ungenteel  *,  take  care,  do 
thy  bujSaefs  well,  and  FU  reward  fliee  hand- 
fopKly.  ^ 

TlMQTHy^  I  hope  foQn— 'Twill  be  all  for 
the  good  of  my  country. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  I'll — ^go,  gQ,  and  bring  the 
parfon.  (Exit  Tim.) 

Ent^  Bbtt  y  (jn  a  hurry  J) 

Betty.   Sir !  Sir !  here  is  the  deuce  and  all 

a  come,  Mr.  Overton,.  Mifs  Angelica>  dnd,  and 

pox  take  his  name,  ho.  Captain  O'Larum,  I 

O  2  thinks 
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Enter  Betty, 

Betty,  (to  Jngelica)  My  miftrefs  will  re- 
deem it  a  favour  to  fee  you,  ma'am  i  there  is 
ftobody  with  hti  but  the  Do6tof. 

Ang.  ril  wait  on  my  coufin.— I  follow 
you,  Mrs.  Betty,  (jgoin^) 

O'Lary.  "Will  you  not  go,  and  take  me 
with  you,  if  it  be^o  ill  manners?  Faith,  that's 
a  trick  as  foreign  to  an  IrTfh  officer,  as  luxury 
is  to  this  houfehere  :  if  I  wou'^d  not  follow  you 
,  too — ^if  it  was  no  bffchc'c  to  you,  Sir,  and  the 
old  baronet, 

OvERTQN.  Not  the  leaft  offbnce,  and  1  dare 
anfwef  for^Sir  John.jf^^i?.— T<^  the  Captain). 
It  nfiay  better  anfwer  the  intentiqn  of  the  vifit 
to  take  him  alone  j  and  you  maj^  be  the  better 
judge,  and  bring  me  word,  if  flie's  likely  to  pop 
off. — mum! 

C'LarV,  Faith,  if  your  knowledge  in  thefe 
little  arts  liere  wou'd  not  oat-wit  the  greateft 
jefuit  in  all  Ireland  :  and,  let  ine  teH  you, 
that's  no  fmall  buQnefs,  my  jewd.  {goings) 

Overton.  1-et  me  done,' where  policy  is 
required.  Well,  you  had 'better  gi— my  com- 
plimentst 
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O'Lary,  But  we  arf  gone,  fo  your  fervant. 
(Exeunt  CaptaiUy  Angelicai  and  Betty. ^ 

Overton.  Now's  my  time  to  ufe  my  per- 
fuafive  artillery — V\\  lift  him  to  the  bottom, 
and  find  out  if  he  has  any  real  affedion  for  hi9 
ioxiy  and  whether  his  anger  a^ainft  Sophia  burns 
now  in  his  bofpm  with  the  fury  it  did,  when  he 
firft  dif^oyered  the  affair  of  Sandford,-~If  there's 
but  the  leaft  fpark  of  that  refentraent  left  there, 
I'll  nourifli  it  3  and  all  attempts  on  lier  fide  for 
pardpn  (hall  prove  ineffe^u^h  ^nd  if  I  fio4 
him  well  difpofed  towards  Jack,  Angelica  fhall 
marry  him  immediately. — ^Then  all  my  ambi- 
tion will  ,be  gratified,  my  d wghter  fli^U  afluntje 
the  title  of  lady,  and  bp  ^t  the  head  of  the  firft 
eftate  in  the  country. — ^Oho,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Penurious, 

Sir  J.  Pen.  I  heard  of  you,  neio;hbo^ 
pver^n,  a^d  (hpu'dl^aye  waited  of  you  fooner, 
but  bufinefs,  bufinefs,  Matter  Ovrerton — my 
hoggery  and  pouitry  y^rd, 

OvEjiT-ON.  Xm  aftiamed,  I  beg,  Sir— bpfi- 
a^  ^  ilftlf  is-3  fufficieflt  apcJogy ;  we  cou'd 
iiQt  ^5fi^  withpiit  ,l?^fin€fs,-r-Tra^e  and  -cormr 
nieree  are  the  main  fprin^  that  fppport  the 
pi^fperity  of  the  nation. 

O4  Sir 
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Sir  J.  Pen.  So  they  are,  fo  they  are^  bufinefs, 
bufinefs.  Matter  Overton,  is  health  to  the  body, 
and.  profit,  the  greateft  comfort  to  the  foul. 

Overton.  Mod  certainly.  Sir ;  I  defy  the 
moft  confunimate  politician,  or  deepeft  learned 
philoibpher,  to  go  counter  to  your  affertion. 

Sir.  J.  Pen.  To  be  fure,  experience  has 
taught  me  to  know  the  difference  between  the 
purchafing  of  lands  at  two  and  half  per  cent, 
when  fix,  eight,  and  ten  offers  in  bank-ftock. — 
I  am  a  patriot  of  old,  and  place  too  found  an  opi- 
nion in  government  fecurity,  to  think  of  a 
fponge.  It  never,  never  can  happen.  Matter 
Overton,  But,  but  have  you  dined? — ^What's 
come  of  the  Captain,  and  your  daughter  An- 
gelica? 

Overton.  Gone  to  pay  her  refpefts  to  So- 
phia, and  the  Captain  acconripanied  her. — Vnx 
happy    to    hear    flie's    better — worfe  I  mean. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  This  outlandiih  Doftor  has 
found  out  her  diforder. 

Overton.     The  devil  he  has !  {afide) 

Sir  J .  Pen.     Did  you  fay  you  had  dined  ? 

Overton.  I  thank  you.  Sir,  for  your  oblig- 
ing concern  j  I  dine  at  home — I  halve  a  haunch 
of  venifon  for  dinner. 
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Sir  J.  Pen.  Venifon  !  Venifon  is  -fine  eating, 
light  food  and  eafy  of  digeftion.— 'Twas  well 
you  ordered  dinner  at  home ;  my  maid  Betty 
tdls  me^  we  have  no.  butcher's- meat  in  the 
houfe.  (afide)  Venifon  ! 

Overton.  All  houfekeepers  in  the  country 
are  liable  to  thefe  accidents ;  befides  the  wea- 
ther is  hot,  and  meat  won't  keep. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Confumed  hot;  the  flies  arc 
mortal  enemies  to  frefh  meat,  which  is  the  rea- 
foh  I  don't  overftock  the  larder. 

Overton.  A  very  prudent  thought.  Sir 
John.  I  beg  your  ear  to  bufinefs,  bufinefs  of  the 
mod  urgent  and  preQing  nature.  May  I,  with- 
out offence,  be  permitted  to  be  an  advocate  and 
mediator  between  you  and  your  fon  ? 

Sir  J.  Pen.  I  have  not  quarrelled  with 
him :  I  pay  him  his  quarterly  allowance  on  the 
day  it  becomes  due  j  befides  a  debt  of  thirty 
Ihillings  *to  a  furgeon — ^to  a  furgeon.  Mailer 
Overton ! 

Overton.  Your  allowance  to  him.  Sir,  is 
very  inadequate  to  fupport  him  in  the  line  of 
a  gentleman. — It  wou'd,  therefore,  be  but  com- 
mon juftice  to  increafehis  allowance. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  My  bleffitig,  if  he  pleafes,  but 
flot  a  penny  more  ;  if  he  bad  been  content  to 

fare 
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fere  as  I  dcj  his  demftqds  for  money  would  be 
Jefs. 

Overton.  I  am  happy  to  find  you  attached 
to  him. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Attached  to  him  !  why  I  love 
hirp,  as  every  fenfible  father  ought  to  love  j 
which  is  the  only  reafon  I  flint  him,  that  he 
might  know  how  to  live  in  the  world.-^annot 
he  be  content  till  harveft  cpmes  home,  *till  i 
am  de$d  i  Why,  Mafter  Overton,  my  favings 
are  like  tenants  at  rack  rent  j  fave  all  they  ca^i 
within  the  year,  left  their  landlord  turn  them  out 
at  the  end  ,of  it  i^— And  when  my  body  is  with- 
out life,  and  can't  be  renewed,  he*ll  have  quiet 
.pofleffion  of  Dungmore  Place,  and  all  xhe  ap- 
purtenances thereunto  belonging. 

Overton.  Your  condjaft.  Sir,  i?  exem- 
plary, and  will  be  a  bright  model,  ftruck  to 
fucceeding  generations, — ^Ch^rming  !  delight- 
ful!    C^Jde.J 

Enter  T  i  m  or  h y — ins  face  dirty. 

Ti.MOTH Y •  I  have  b^o\3ight  jiie  parfqc^  gaw 
him  the  faddk,  and  mounted  jchetcr^p^j^er  -my- 
fcjf— -j>PQr:g<pt;ljeiTaa«,  he  \^%  no  ke«p  for,qae. 

SiA  J.  Pen,  .In  the  nam^  of  intqreft,  wh^, 
4  Crop 
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Crop  carry  double  1  Had  t  known  it^  I  wou*d 
have  feen  all  the  cloch  in  the  Red  Sea. 

Overton.  My  vifit  has  fully  .anfwcrcd  the 
i-ntenti4>nv;  next  for  the  wedding,  (ufide)  \  fear/ 
I  intrude.  Sir  John  i  yoiar4¥ioft  obedient,  ispwg") 

Sir  J.  FE»r  Family  concei-ns,  you  fee. 
Sir;  yetar  fervant  (E%it  Overton — as  ke  gdes 
oiUj  Penurious  exclaims  afide)  May  this  venifon 
be  the  laft!  I  fear  Crop  isworftedj  I  Ihall 
never  meet  his  lellow — little  hay  and  lefs  oats 
keep  feiwi.  But  where'is  the  paribn  ?  Hey  <ky ! 
bow  in  this  pickle? 

Re-enter  Overxok- 

OvfcRToN.  Sir,  I  btg  ten  thoufand  pardons, 
for  bfeing  thus  remifij  in  not  requefting  the 
honour  of  your  company  to  dine  with  me ;  as 
you  «re  not  Itirnifhed  ^ith  butcher's  meat,  I 
may  hope  for  that  happinefe. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  (in  agreeable  confufion)  Sir> 
Sir,  T,  m  accept  your  kind  offer,  and  try  if  I 
caA  eat  a  morfel  s  I  love  venifon :  wait  a  mo-*- 
ment,  and  Til  accompany  you^^p^^Buc  wJiat  of 
fbe  paifoA,  TimcKthy  ? 

TfMoTjTY,  Ah  !  poor  gfcotlapmn,  he's  in  the 
k'Khenv 
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Sir  J.  Pen.  In  the  kitchen  ! — ^What  in  the 
name  of  intereft,  has  he  not  dined  ? 

Timothy.  Dined  !  1  thought  !twas  all  over 
with  his  dining,  preaching,  and  my  butlerfhip. 
If  there  was  a  bait  in  his  way,  I  don't  think 
his  jaws  in  tune,  .for  he  has.  not,  a  grinder 
^eft ;  a  great  mercy  too,  we  were  not  forfeited 
by  law.  • 

Sir  J.  Pen.  (dijcovers  great,  anxiety)  For- 
feited !  be  explicit,  I  don't  uridefftand  thee. 

TiMoTHy.  Jiave  a  little  patience,  and  ypu 
fiiall  hear — why  you  muft.know,  miraculous 
efcape  ! — 'twas  well  it  was  no  worfe. 

Sir  J,  Pen,  Zounds  !  why  torment  me  ?— 
Miracles  !  wh^at  miracles  have  you  performed  ? 

Timothy,  Why,  misfortunes  will  happen. 
.    Sir  J,  Pe;n.      Qrop  has  met  with  no  mif* 
fortune  ? 

I    Timothy,     To  cut  the  matter  fhort>  yoy 
fhall  hear  the  truth  :-^Yo\i  mufl;  kaow^   Sir, 

why-r— :        .      ' 

3iR  J.   Pen,      Damn  your  whys*   (w^Jks 

aiout  impatiently )  I'll  be  why'd  noloRgcrj  o.vh: 
Vuh.  the  trtth. 

Timothy.  Juft  as  I  wojS,  going  to  iky  bt* 
fore  i  as  we  three.  Crop,  the  parfon,.  and  ihy- 
felf  were  entering  the  backfide,  full  trot,  no*  a 
gallop.  Crop  ftuck  his  foot  in  the  rat  drain, 

when 
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when  fmack  went  the  curate  like. a  (hot,  and 
lay,  poor  gentleman,  on  the  ground,  div4ded  in 
three  parts ;  his  body  in  the  duck-pond,  his  hat 
in  the  fink,  and  his  wig  on  the  dunghill,  and, 
and 

Sir  J.  Pen.  (difcovers  great  impatience)  Na 
more  of  your  ands,  I,  I  Ihall  run  nnad. 

Timothy.  Have  but  a  little  patience,  I 
am  after  my  ftory — yes  I  am,  I  have  it,  hem. — 
As  Crop  ftuck  his  foot  in  the  rat  drain, — ^lefc 
his  ihoe  behind;  and  as  he  ftumbled,  down 
he  came  all  fours,  killed  the  old  turkey  cock, 
and  three  pouts  j — bow  wow  went  the  dogs 
— grunt  went  the  fow — fqueak  cries  a  roaftcr ; 
and,  mercy  on  us  !  'twas  a  mercy  indeed,  the 
poor  gentleman  was  not  fmothercd.  I  received 
no  other  damage,  than  breaking  the  back  faften- 
ing  of  my  breeches. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  (walks  dif ordered)  The  fowls 
are  a  lofs.  Crop  narrowly  efcaped  it.^ — Haft 
found  his  flioe,  Timothy  ? 

Timothy.  'Twas  well  I  found  mylife,  and 
the  curate's  hat  and  pcrriwigi 

Enter  Classic,  with  a  book,  under  hi^  arm. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  So,  Parfon,  I  hear  you  made 
a  ftumble,  as  you  entered  the  backfide. 

Classic 
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Classic.  I  wi(h  I  bad  not  eiiteced  it  xt 
all ;  but  fate  fo  ordained  it.-~Your  bnite.  Sir, 
by  a  falfe  movement,  was  near  hurrying  me  from 
a  finite,  to  an  infinite  region  j  your  domeftic 
Mr.  Timothy  can  witnefs  my  atteftations. 

TIMOTHY.  Every  joint  will,  bear  witaefe* 

Sir  p.  Pen.  Every  man  to  his.  biifinefs, 
I*arfon ;  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  infinite 
things,  with  worlds  I  never  few>  not  I  ^  nxy  con^ 
cemy  lieiiere—witneft  my  poultry-^^^y,  and  my 
horfe  too  was  as  near  it,  as  nineteen  fiiiUings 
and  eleven  pence  arc  to  twe^jty.-^-So;  I  fee  you 
have  your  materials  {pcmtmg  to  the  b(»k,y 

Classic*  Ym  never  withcxut,  when  I  travel 
in  the  way  of  my  fim&ion.  When  tbetruippct 
founds,  the  fpirit  (hou'd  give  way—I  pre&me 
that  the  fpirit  worketh  in  the  boibm  of  the 
afflidted  s  ^tis  praife  worthy  I  ihou'd  fet  it  at 
reft  I  I  couM  wilb,  thertfore,  to  proceed  »  my 
tluty. 

Sir  J.  Pek.  She's  prepared  for  you;  but, 
Tarfon,  arc  there  not  fomc  little  fees  tacked  to 
thefe  ceremonies  ?  If  fo,  I  had  better  diScfearge 
them  :  I  dine  out,  therefore  wou'd  not  have  you 
ftay. — Mafter  Overton,  faith  I  have  kept  you 
waiting ;  1  hope  the  venifon  is  not  worfted^ 

Overton.  My  time  is  yours,  Sir^  1  beg 
that  I  may  not  hurry  you— **tis  all  ifi  good  «ii««^ 

Classic, 
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Classic.  (/^  Penurious)  There  is  by  ftatute 
law  eftablifhed^  in  the  canons  ecclefiafticali  a 
trifling  pfovifiott  for  the  cloth ;  but,  but,  hum 
'i— when  we  adminiftdr  to  the  affluent,  we  e<p«6t 
an  increafe  of  fees — ^I,  I  think  it  meet,  I  fhou'd 
forward  my  duty ;  thofe  concerned  therein  may 
be  impatient. 

Sir  J*  Pen.  I  am  cohformable  to  the  laws 
of  my  country,  Parfon ;  but  never,  never  pay 
hlorfe  fees  br  taxes  than  the  law  demand.s.— t 
never  rtbel  againft  rhe  conftitution,  neither  in 
church  Or  ftate.-*-^!  love  bid  cuftoms,  old  laws  I 
revere,  I  hear  of  new  ones  to  be  ihftituted>  but 
1  doh't  hold  them  good  in  the  main.  I  abomi- 
nate ihfWiigem^nts^ — I  deteft  the  idea  of  lopping 
btf  froth  die  conftitution,  altho'  Fm  fond  of 
iop]pihg  tt-e^s.  Well,  Parfon,  I  think  your 
affiftance  lieeeffary-^Comc  here,  this  way,  go 
to  th6  end  of  that  paffage,  tur)^  on  your  right, 
and  the  firft  door  on  your  lefu  youll  fee  fome 
chains  hang  to,  and  within  that  dopr  you'll 
find  my  daughter ;  and  do  youlr  bufinefs  as  th« 
law  directs. 

Classic  Moft  piouiSy  and  devoutly— Are 
you  iiicUfied  to  partake  ? 

Sm  J.  p£^.  W*fo  me!  ha!  ha!  Pm  m 
heafth,  and  Want  rio  aflSftance ;  juft  going  to 
partake  tf£  a  ha^unch  of  venifon.     Parfon,  I 

Ihou'd 
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ihou*d  have  aflced  you  to  dine  with  mc,  but,  yoii 
fee,  I  dine  out* 

Classic.  Sir,  Sir,  'twas  my  duty—a  good 
appetite  to  you — ^your  fervant.  (going)  The 
firft  on  the  right,  and  the  firft  on  the  left. 
O  !  how  I  long  to  fay  grace  to  the  haunch  of 
venifon!  (a/ide)  (Exit,) 

Sir  J.  Pen.  I  hope  this  Parfon  and  his 
preaching  has  not  over-roafted  the  venifon. 
{gcing)  Here,  Timothy,  go  tell  the  Captain  and 
Angelica,  1  dine  with  Mr.  Overton.  Faith  I'm 
hungry :  come,  coufin  Overton,  (going)  my  good 
friend  Overton. 

Overton.  No,  Sir,  by  no  means,  I  follow 
you.  This  venifon  ftiall  pay  well  for  it's  fauce 
and  drefling  too.   (afide.)  (Exeunt.) 

Timothy,  (alone)  Any  where  but  eating 
at  home;  it  cofts  nothing  then. — ^What a  plague 
is  all  this  greatnefs  between  Sir  John  and 
.Mr.  Overton ;  a  fly,  over-reaching  rafcal,  not 
worth  hanging  for  his  hide. — What  can  it  mean  ? 
O !  I  have  it,  yes  I  have— ^now  he  wants  to  make 
Sir  John's  will  and  teftament,  and  ferve  him 
as  he  did  'Squire  Eafy,  when  he  was  dying,  in- 
ftead  of  giving  the  eftate  apd  chattels,  as  the 
'Squire  defired  in  his  Will,  to  his  own  relations, 
he  gave  them  all  to  himfelf  j  and  who  knows, 
but  he  may  ferve  Sir  John  the  fame  trick. 

But 
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But,  but  then  Sir  John  an't  fick,  and  don't 
want  a  Will  made  yet— no,  that's  not  it.— Well, 
time  will  bring  things  about.  I'll  go  and  give 
Betty  a  falute,  and  hear  what's  going  forward— 
O  the  dickens  !  I  forgot  the  Captain  and  Mifs 
Overton,  ,  {Exit  in  a  bur ry.) 


End  of  the  Third  Act, 
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IV. 


SCENE         L 

Enter  Caiptaiu  O^Lary,  Captaw  Sandford^ 
and  Classic. 

O'LARr. 

NEVER  trouble  your  head  about  tliat,,  Mr. 
Prieft — I  fwear  by  my  foul^  and  St, 
Patrick  too,  who  is  now,^  let  me  tell  you>  the 
firft  great  faint  in  all  Ireland  >  that  you  never 
was  more  right  in  all  your  praftiee. 

Classic^  I  have  done  my  duty,  and  may 
you  profit  thereby — you'll  not  forget  to  men- 
tion Lazarus  Claflic  to  the  Right  Reverend 
Father,  Lord  Blfhop  of  this  diocefe ;  a  mafter 
of  arts,  hufband  tp  one  wife,  and  father  of  ten 
children,  male  and  female ;  a  fhepherd  of  three 
churches,  at  ten  pounds  a. flock  per  annum. 

Sandf.    On  the  word  of  an  honcft  man, 

Mr.  Claffic,  your  intereft  Ihall  not  be  neglefted. 

"     2  Classic, 
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f^LASsK.  You'll  hare  the  prayers  of  a  poor^ 
t^*  ^^  l^^ni^^  clergymanj  fq  wc  part  in  peacc^ 
^(xpydiiig  to  ?|ip  wprd.  (E^if.) 

Q^l^Af^Y^  P^oy  fc.Upi7  '  0/  ^U  ?he  paftors  ia 
kis  yr^Y^  *?Wt  ^9  is  the  leaacft* 

Sandf.  Thirty  pound^j  a  year,  and  twelve 
in  family.  Captain,  wou'd  foon  bring  the  moft 
corpulent  of  his  dignitaries  upon  a  level  with 
ti^mfelf. 

Enter  Servant  with  a  letter,  gives  it  to  the 
(Captain,  and  exit. 
0*Lary.  {opens  the  letter  in  aflutter)  The 
devil  a  word  fh^all  I  fpeak  while  I  read  i  but 
you  (hail  hear  it  when  I  have  done,  {reads  the 
letter.} 

*'  My  dear  Captain, 

^'  Sr^yp  !  bfayo !  my  hpnej(l  pprt  l^as  fe^rchecl 
"  out  the  inmoft  receffes  in  the  oJ4  rafcar^ 
"  heart  j  and  produced  the  moft  favourable 
*^  fymptom  in  Jack's  favour.  He  means  to 
"  leave  him  all  at  his  death,  he  loves  him,  and 
^^  ojilf  ffigw  l?l?ing  4ifpleafed.  Jack  is  here, 
f(  ^^  h^  made  his  pif »cc,  ^ad  we  have  i^  cpn- 
^'  junfkion  increafed  his  abhorrence  of  Sophia, 
f'Br^vo!  bravo  I  my  noble  Captain.-*-A  whif- 
^'  per  in  ypur  ^ar— -I  have  difpatched  Jack  for 
P  %  *^  the 
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'*"  the  Licence,  who  will  foon  be  here.  If  Clatfic 
*^  is  not  gone,  the  knot  may  be  tied  before  the 
'*  curnnfudgeon  returns,  who  now  lies  dead 
**  drunk  at  my  houfe^  fnoring  as  loud  as  the 
^^  oldeft  fow  in  his  hoggery.  Adieu,  my  dear 
^  friend ;  and  believe  me  all  yours,     • 

•'  Sneak  Overton.. 
^' P.  S.     If  the    Parfon   is   averfe,  .charge 
"  him  with  a  bribe,  and  FU  double  you  the  fum 
*' for  your  fervice/'      *     ' 

O'Larv.  What  r  Captain  O'Lary  degrade 
the  honour  of  a  foldier,  to  be  a  hirelings  to 
take  a  l3ribe,  and  in  a  bufinefs  fo  entirely  out  of 
all  nature  ! 

Sandf.  Incorrigible  villain  !  Art  may  prof- 
per  for  a  feafon ;  but  honeft  integrity  will  float 
on  the  moft  turbulent  fea  when  treachery  and 
falfehood  will  fink  beneath  the  fmooth  furfacc 
of  a  calm. 


Enter  Sophia  U  the  Captain* 

Sophia.  Angelica  has  withdrawn  to  the  gar- 
den, and  defires  your  attendance  there  imme- 
diately^ 

O'Lar^^  To  be  fure>  on  zephyr's  wings  I 
run.  (E9cit  Captain.) 

Sandf. 
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^    Sandf.]    Well,   Sophia,  for  the  prefent  I 

ifaall  not  refumc  the  habit  of  my  profcffiont 

I  baniih'ithe  doftor,*  and  appear  in  niy  real  char 

rafter. 
.  SogHiJ^p-    Upoj)  my:  honour,  Sandford,  you 

jift  the-  Counterfeit  fo  well  5  had  ypu  not  given 

me  theipoft  lively  proofs,  I  don't  know  whether 

J  4hQy'd  npt  have  doubted  your  fincerity, 

Sandf«,  And  by  the  fame  rule,  permit  m$ 
to  ?ipplaud  your  performance,— Well,  child,  all 
doubts  are  now  removed — my  next  care  fliall 
^e  to.  cultivate  the  boupity  fortune  has  thrown 
in  my  way,  by  reftoring  you  to  your  liberty, 

Sophia,     Heigh  ho! 

,  S^NDF.    Your  fi^hs  diftrefs  me  :  this  is  not 
a  moment  to  give  way  to  melancholy, 

Sophia,  There  arife  fome  fcruples-rrone 
circumftance  I  have  conceal'd  from  you,  that 
grieves  me  to  the  foul, 

Sv^NDF,  From  my  foul,  I  give  you  fuU  ab- 
folution,  before  ypu  utter  another  fyllable, 

Sophia.  You  are  too  good. — This  circum- 
ftance refts  here ;  that  by  my  uncle's  Will; 
I'm  not  of  age  till  I  am  twenty-five :  there- 
fore^ my  fortune  is  fufpended,  till  that  timf 
^ivcs. 

Sandf.     (clafps  her  in  bis  arms)     O  fie! 

§pphia  i  was  it  fifty — had  you  not  a  Qiiiliiig,  I 

P  3  thank 
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think  Nepftiifie)  gun-paWdcr^  aiid  Qiiciflx  Br^ 
I  hav^  eBongfa'to  fupjpQit  yoa  2ss  s  igehdC^ 
^omin ;  tho'  not  with  the  dignity  M  'k  fiifb- 
rate  cquipage-^I  confide  in  your  prudeace. 

Sophia.  Equipage!  I  wintnonA;  &j6ur- 
hey  oh  foot  with  you  %  fliou^d  fr^ftr  16  Ml 
the  magnificence  ai\i  poittp  of  pririetfe  49ap^ 
pinefs,  ihd  hot  gfWdiur,  hdis  ^i^  ^^fi,*iy 
btgeft :  ahd>  I^iA  ^ftre^  th6  nfflfet  C4il«gfe  ^as 
truer  felicity  uiidtt  it's  roof,  thinthfe|Hiito^iQlttS 
Lord  that  claims  it. 

Sandt.  Lhbpfe  the^cduAVillbfe^dnftifaft, 
theA,  Sophia,  you  fiiall  bid  adieu  tb  this  glotltliy 
^bode  5  and  ever  after  find,  I  h6pe,  tft  ftit,  the 
felicity  nature  forrtied  you  for.     QiS^lH^  her 

EMer  BzTTYy  frighted. 

*  Bbtt t.  Lard,  ma'am !  O  Larcl,  Sii- 1  "We  arc 
all  gone  to  pot,  jgone  to  pot  Jhdeidl 

S^i^HiA.  (aftvmfied)  What  means  iff!  ^his  ? 
JC^ho'sgonel 

Bb^ty.  Lard !  Lard !  h  I  Ha*e  fljc*  %  llftN 
icfation  bf,  of  fhc  1i*art— I  IKill  tft  'tuffirt 
away,  and  Timothy  too:  mafter  kiioWs  '^ 
kbout  it,  he  ddes,  he  dods. 

SAifi^r.    Bt  m<ire  compofcd-^Wbat  ctete  he 

know? 
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iaimfi  I  hope  Mather  you  nor  Tknoi^yhavt 
a£ted  diftooefUy. 

BsTTT*  O  de»:  Sirl  you  mifprehend  mei 
ibme  diabolici^  perfon  has  told  Sir  John^  that 
you  was  at  the  Afitelppc#  sUre«  ininot  dead- 
only  thiok  of  that  i  aad  is  now  tearing  and 
fwearing,  locking  and  bolting  all  the  backlidea 
about  the  houfe. 

SoPiifA.  Unfortunate  difcoveryi  O  Sand- 
ford,  protcdb  me  1  I  dread  his  fury  1  he'll  make 
me  the  objcd  of  his  revenge, 

Sandp.  At  xhe  expencc  of  my  life.— Per- 
haps he  may  not  have  difcovered  my  difguife* 
I'll  wait  caln[)Iy  the  evfnt, 

SoPHM*  If  thou  art  difooveitd,  he  may 
ufe  fome  unkind  exprdfions  that  may  provoke 
chy  vengeance. — :He  is  an  old  man— nciy  father, 
tho'  my  perfecutor— ufe  him  tenderly.  (goiftg.J 

S A NPF.  Delay  a  xooment.— Whatever  Ab^fe 
he  may  beftow  %n  Sandford^  both  bis  age^  and 
his  fair  dAughter>  forbid  violence*  It  wou'4 
{ink  the  charafter  of  an  £ngU0i  feaman^  to  ufo 
violence  to  ap  old.man,  who*3  not  capable  of 
fclf- defence ;  tho'  his  conduft  merits  retaliation. 
{Pjmuricus  hluftirj  behind  thejcencs)  Hoi  here 
he  comes ;  let's  withdraw,  (going)  and  be  com- 
forted under  this  idea^  ;that  coumecfeiclxig  a 
profefllon  or  d  paflion>  luiidcr  cifCJOiJ^ances 
P  4  Jikc 
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like  ours,   is  neither  difgraccful  nor  difhonout"* 
able. — Here  he  comes,  let*s  mend  our  pace, 

(JExeunt  baftily.') 

..     ■  .    ■» 

Sir  J.  Penurious,  behind^ 

Sir  J,  Pen,  Where  is  my  daughter  ?  {enters ^ 
Here,  Timothy !  I  fay,  Timothy !  Betty !  Nobody 
make  anfwer  i  gormandizing — ^ay,  ay,  that  trade 
never  fails  in  my  houfe.  Here,  Timothy  !'  I  fmell. 
a  rat ;  my  drawers  may  have  been  laid  open,  and 
rifled  of  their  contents :  I  mufl:  fee  to  that,  {going 
haftilyy  meeting  the  do3or)  So  Doftor,  you  have 
preferved  my  daughter's  life,  to  be  my  tormen- 
tor ;  better  (he  had  never  lived :  but,  but  Til  pre- 
vent future  frolicks— Ihe  fliall  be  imprifoned* 

Sandf.  O  Sieur,  you  will  kill  your  daugh- 
ters, if  you  put  him  in  de  prifone. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  With  all  my  heart,  Do6tor; 
(he  had  better  die  under  my  lock  and  key,  than 
be  expofed  to  the  mifcreant  Sandfprd. — ^Here, 
Timothy,  Timothy,  I  fay !  (walks  about.) 

Sandf.  (aftde)  Such  undeferved  epithets 
chill  my  blood,  yet  I  muft  have  patience. 

.  Ent ersTiuoTHYy  rubbing  bis  eyes yjl^epy. 

Timothy.  Sir,  Sir,  yes  Sir,  what  Sir,  who 
Sir  J  what's  the  nlatter  now,  Sir  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  J.  Pen.  Too  much  by  half.  Sir — Sand- 
ford  is  come  to  life !  Tmindangier  of  mine,  my 
houfc  befet  and  plundered  of  all  my  induftry— * 
I  am  a  murdered  man,  Timothy,  I  am,  I  am. 

Timothy,  Murdered !  By  a  dead  man  !  Ghofts 
peycr  kill ;  they  only  come  to  frighten  folks. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  You  lie,  rafcal !  So  did  I  think 
him  dead,  food  for  fome  hungry  whale ;  but 
it  has  caft  him  out  again. 

Timothy.  Poor  gentleniani  I  wifh  it  were 
true. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  What,  traitor !  wife  him  alive! 
—So,  fo,  fo,  my  own  fervants  plot  agaihft  me, 
I,  I  tell  thee  'tis  true ;  I  had  it  chapter  and  verfc 
itotn  my  good  friend  Overton.  Go  tell  your 
miftrefs  I  want  her;  no,  FUgo  myfelf.— Come; 
Dodtor,  your  are  an  honeJff  man,  lend  your 
afliftance  once  more,  and  flie  Ihall  fhift  for 
herfclf. 

Sandf.  You  put  yourfelf  in  paffion,  you 
kill  your  van  daughters. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  I'll  do  the  bufinefs  completely. 
She's  itiy  daughter,  and  my  daughter  is  my  pro- 
perty, (going)  Ho!  here  he  cqmes-!— murder ! 
help  1  help !   ' 

.  Enter 
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Enter  Overton* 

Oterton.  Wlutfs  tfac  matter.  Sir  ?  I  heard 
the  cry  of  murder. 

Sir  J-Peh.  (fanlh^  f^r  hnafb)  O  ttiy 
worthy  I  my  dear  friend,  is  it  yoti  ?  I  thought 
foa  Sand£aird.  (Jhakes  bMis)  Stand  by  me« — 
But,  but  how  came  you  admitted  ?  1  thought 
my  doors  fecured« 

Overton*  I  perceived  the  great  gate  in 
motion,  and  difcovered  your  fervant  laden  with 
proviiionB  for  the  hoggery  i  when,  on  my  earneft 
entreaty,  I  was  admitted. — And  now,  Sir,  I  am 
here,  permit  me  to  be  your  prote£kor  j  and  be 
afiured,  that  Sandford  is  this  moment  on  your 
premifes* 

Sir  J.  Pen.    Aye  ! 

TIMOTHY ^    (afide)  I  imtW  a  rat, 

Overton.  Upon  my  honour,  I  faw  the 
wretch  «  and  knowing  your  antipathy,  purfue^ 
him,  and  fliou'd  have  reduced  the  runagate 
toavoms;  but,  fortunate  for  him,  I  lofl  fight 
of  him :  being  fenfible  of  his  danger,  iie  acc€« 
lerated  Jiis  pace. 

Timothy,  (afide)  *Tis falfe»-^0  !  bufe^tben, 
'tis  honourable-^I  never  knew  what  honour  was 
before — a  liar. 

Sm  J.  Pen.  Thank  you^  thai&  you  heartily, 

my 
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mf  dear  friend.  What  an  zGt  of  fricndfliip !  1 
thkik  we  <nay  t^e  htin  «p  by  the  vagrant 
stjSt  i  the  rogue  has  no  vifible  means.«*-^Thi$  in- 
ftant  mil  I  put  my  daughter  under  lock-^^I'U  be 
her  :k€e{>eh**ril  ti*n  the  kep^fdHtM  tnej  I 
dare  not  move  ak>ne. 

^iVNDF.    Y'oU  no  liav«  care,  tbt  be  in  de  &• 
Overton.     No  matter,  Do&or  ^  (he's  a  fljr, 
"^rtfuly  widksd  flmm-^a^ade. 

Stk  ^.  Pbv^  <34id  ^o^  'wiiat  1  ^ !  hicyir^  hkf- 
<ter  Overton  i  nhy  daughter  n  ftrumpctj  Tlie 
Penurious  facrtilf  mw  IKVer  ygi¥en  that  way^; 
but,  pT%y4  :y*>w  affift&dce*    i((g«fl??*^ 

OVEitTeN,  2euBds  1 1  fear  he  has  fome  little 
$St&ion'fyr  hir.  (fifide)  PardoA  the  tingi^r4ed 
expreffion;  the  warmth  af  my  intcfntion  is  biic 
•ifdo  cniK>h  devoted  te  your  Intereil^  ^uid  the 
honour  of  your  family-'-^I  hay«  done  her  bu&^ 
nefS)  and  Ai%eliaa'&  to^-^nmrlv^terdin  his 
heart,  (^fi)  SiXi  I  foHow  you^  andj  itt  the 
hazard  K>f  eny  lifei  V\\  jifOteft  ,your  peiiba  ami 
property.  {iEscetmLj 

TiMOTHy.  (following)  They  have  fprung 
a  mine,  and  only  want  a  match  to  blow  us 
all  up« 
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sop  TH?    qiNKROVS    CQUNJERFEIT, 

-  ■      ^     S    e    E    N    E\     11. 

3oPHiA  i?Z?»^  wcilking  ahutjtm/ivefy{  . 

£;//^r  Sir  Jc)hn  Penurjlous,  Overton,  i^^ 
Sandford, 

Sir  J.  Pen.  .  So,  Mifs>  you  muft.rettirn  to 
your  confinement;  your  lover  is  come  to  life.  I 
Jhall  have  you  beat,  the  march  after  hini-^to 
prifon,  prepare  yourfelf — ^t©  prifon.  : 

Sophia.     To  prifon  1  Heaven  fprbid  ! 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Nor  hell,  nor  heaven  fhall  for- 
bid it. — Sandford 'S  about  aiy  houfe ;  and  you 
go  to  your  hiding  place* 

Sophia.  Lfeel  hapj^jr-r-the  ac-count  of  his 
death  was  premature."     \'' 

Sir  J.  Pen.^  The  devil  you  do!  feel  happy 
at  what  makes  me  miferable  !— t-But  no  matter, 
I  fee  your  drift,  and  will  prevent  your  fport.— 
^^  thought  ftrikes  me  !  Here,  Tmothy  \ 

Enter  Timothy. 

Timothy,     (anjwers  behind)  Yes,  Sir,  yes^ 
Sir. 
,     Sir  J,  Pen.     Go  fetch  me  a  Bible, 

'    S  Timothy* 
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Timothy.'  A  bible  1  bible  !  I  ntyct  favtf  it 
fince  at  Dungmofe  place  I  have  lived.-^Yesi 
yes,  I  have :  Tom  hog- boy  has  fomething  like  it* 

Slit  j.  Pen^  i  thought  note  books  I  ever  have 
had  an  averfion  to ;  they  are  a  bad  foil,  and  pro-* 
diJde  nothing  but  idleriefs  and  romance.  Go, 
Timothy,  feek  Tom's  book,  and  bring  me  peHi 
ink,  and  paper.  (Exif  Timothy)  I  wifh  he  mayn't 
be  fonde^  of.  his  book  than  my  hogs.  Mr. 
Overton,  you  are  a  juftice  of  the  peace,  and 
fliall  fwear  that  baggage  there-^-^any  charge  for 
private  fwearing  ? 

Overton.     O!  dear   Sir,   ho  charge;  the 
honour  of  your  commands  is  ample  reward, 
{Sandford  whiff  ers  Sophia  J) 

Sir  J.  Pen.    Sir,  you  are  very  polite— -I  love 
politcnefs  and  good  breeding  myfelf. 
Sandf.     {ajide)  Damnable  fycophant  1 

<Enter  Timothy,  with  a  hooky  faper^  and  ink. 

Timothy.  Here  he  is,  and  the  reft  of 
um — O  1  I  forgot  the  table,  (lays  them  on  the 
floor y  and  returns  haftily  .with  a  Table.) 

(Sir  John  Penurious  kneels  to  the  Table*) 

Timothy,  (aflde^  I  never  faw  him,  pray 
before. 

Sir 
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Sir  J«  PsKi.  My  hcai&  has  boea  a  priibrt 
tbU  two  yi^rs  J  Vm  wmcJt  af  ih€  offics  ^Ctwii* 

Sir- 

Sir  J.  Pijf .  Pon't  fct  yogr  miivi  b^  tujaf 4 
too  H^h ;  ^tboiigh  y«Mf  bp4y  ^i^ay  be  ^t  Ubc^yi 
your  iQGlinaOQnft  ih«ll  be  ftronger  fecccF^  th^P 
ever. — fcwh  rw  ^  c^ir,  Ji^Pthy.  f £a?/>  ?|iwtf'« 
rAjJ  lyCt  me  fcc>  this  i&  the  loth  day  of  June^ 
in  the  cy^niqg.  (fim^tky  returns  wiik  4  ck^ir^ 
'^Penurious  feafeJy  and  writes.) 

TjWOTHY.      (aft^)  Tw$^  %  ftiOXt  pS^P^p  it 

fuits  kim  heft. 

Sir  J.  P^N.  I,  Sir  Jpbn  PeQvriovi,  Baronet^ 
do  hereby  promrfe  to  pay  my  daughter,  Sophia 
Penwious,  the  fum  of  ten  thoufand  pognds 
on  demand,  on  condition  that  fhe,  the  faid 
Sophia,  doth  not  marry  Captain  Sandford, 
from  the  day  and .  hour  herein  mentioned^  as 
wicnef*  my  band^  Pi^^vR|oir$.  (Q^tting  ftp) 
This  inftrument  will  prevent  future  depreda- 
tions.— Come,  girl',-=-Mafter  Overton,  adminis- 
ter the  oath. — What,  Mifs  !  look  you  fulky  ? 
Dare  you  objeft  to  my  will  and  pleafure  \ 

SpPHiA.  My  obje^iom  can  b»t  little  avail. 
Sir  J  your  ix^nHnmds  fh(^l  t?c  obeyed* 

Sir  J.  Pen.     Thy  obedience   fcts  th«  at 

liberty. 
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liberty .—Adminiftcr,  adminifter,  M  after  Over- 
ion,  {giving  him  the  hok^  wbi$h  Ov0rtm  spens,) 

OvERTOK.  (tumng  ivn  the  leam^)  This 
is  no  bible. 

Sm  J.  PsK.  What  a  plague  can  it  be  ?  Let 
me  examine. — ^True>  it  \%  not  Eaglilb^  it  muft 
b«  Greek,  Hebrew,  or  Latin. 

OvBRTON.  ^is  a  Latin  Herbal >  yes,  yei> 
Tm  clear  of  it. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  It  may  be  German  for  what  I 
kno^w,— What  fayyo«i,Dcftor?  you  are  learned; 
befides,  'tis  your  country  language. 

Sanpf.  Shermans !  (loakiug  at  it)  It  be  no 
more  Shermans,  than  the  devil  be  Shermans..   . 

Sir  J.  Pen.  In  the  name  of  intereft,  what 
outkndifix  fpeech  can  it  be  of  I  Timothy,  go 
call  Tom  to  me>  that  he  may  •  explain  the 
myftery. 

Timothy,  (bamling}  Tom  I  hog-boy  I  fel- 
low fervant.  {Tom  at^wers)  this  way. 

{ExU  Timothy.) 

Overton.  I'm  pofitive  'tis  Latin. — ^What ! 
a  juftice  of  the  peace  not  know  the  dead  bm« 
guages  I 

Rff-enter  Timothy,  and  Tom. 

Timothy*  Take  thy  book,  and  read  the 
Latin* 

Sir 
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Sir  J.  Pen.  What  country  language  i&  this 
Bible  written  in  ? 

Tom.  Got  plefs  her>  her's  no  Pipki  hei*  is 
from  Wales, 

Sir  J.Pen.  The  devil!  What  the  Latin 
ttiWed  into  Weleh  at  laft ! 

Tom.  It  was  no  Latins;  it  was  a  Welch 
Dick-lhon-harry,  her  mother  gave  her  to  leiam 
Englifh,  when  her  travelled  to  England  to  make 
his  fortune. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  A  Welch  Di^idnary  to  learn 
Englifh  ! — ^Well,  you  have  explained  the  myf- 
tery  very  fully  indeed;  you  may  go  to  your 
work. 

Tom.     Is,  fhure,  and  feed  the  bacuris. 

{Exeunt  Timothy  and  Tom.) 

Overton.  The  inftrument  ypu  "have  juft 
drawn  is  not  ftrifbly regular;  and,  I  conceive,^ 
there  may  be  a  poflibility  of  cvadiag  your  in- 
tention. •.  . 

Sir  J.  Pen.  My  life  on  tlie  validity  of  the 
inftrument;  and  further,  fhe  fwore  to  keep  it, 
H^d  (he  indeed  been  fworn  by  a  Diftionary, 
there  might  have  been  danger  upon  a  dif- 
covery. 

Overton.  Had  I  been  aware  of  your  in- 
tention, when  you  fent  for  the  book,  I  fhou*d 
have  prevented  what  has  paft.  (takes  a  /mall 

black 
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black  book  out  of  bis  pocket)  This  is  the  book 
that  I  ufe  in  the  pra£bice  of  fwearing. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  That's  lucky;  I  have  many  a  fcore 
of  times  kifled  its  fellow^  but  never  examined  the 
infide  of  any— let  me  fee.  {Overton  iijcwers  a 
reluEtancyy  and  inclined  to  put  it  in  bit  pocket^-^ 
opens  it)  What  in  the  name  of  intereftj  a  Lady's 
Diary  ! 

Overton.  The,  the  contents  are  out  of  the 
queftion  ;   the  intention  is  all. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  What!  Swear  by  an  AlmA* 
nack  ! 

Overton.  'Tis  the  mode  in  pra£ticej  and 
cuftom  makes  it  lawful. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Well,  well,  if  it  is  cuftomary, 
I'm  fatisfied  -,  then  proceed  to  bufinefs,  admi- 
nifter — I  don't  like  to  be  obftinate. 

Overton.  *  A  juftice  of  the  Quorum  has  a 
great  .dc/iljto,rifque.  Sir :  one  flip  in  the  way  of 
his  prafticq  ^pu'd  remain  a  perpetual  blot  in 
his  fcutchcon.  To,  to  be  honeft,  Tm  totally 
ignorant  of  the  fohn  of  oath  to  be  adminiftered 
in  this  cafe.  Delay  a  little,  and  Til  fend  for 
the  learned  Juftire  Burn,  the  great  luminary  of 
the  Quorum. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Delays  in  law  are  dangerous, 
to  be  fure  j  but  then,  'tis  the  falvation  of  the 
j>rofeffion. 

Q^  Enter 
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Enkr  Timothy* 

Timothy.  Captain  0*Lary,Mift  Attgelic^, 
and  Maftcr  Jack,  are  come — Arc  they  to  havt 
entrance  ? 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Yes,  thro^  open  the  gate, 
(Timothy  going)  Hold,  hold. — ^Mailer  Overton, 
you'll  dilpatdi  the  fwcaring.  Timothy,  tell  injr 
fon  to  come  to  me;  I  fhall  be  in  my  clofet. 
{Exit  Timothy)  Doftor,  yoo  may  attctid  your 
patient.— O  !  fear  comes  upon  me,  Sandferd*is 
afloat;  guard  me,  guard  me  to  my  cfofet. 

{Exmnt.) 


« 

SCENE        HI. 

Penurious  Jeated  at  a  tablcy  examines  papers. 

Sir  J.  PETf.  ijct  xsit  fee,  ay^^  ien  and  five 
are  fifteen,  good ;  fifteen  himdred.pouads  at  five 
•per  cent,  very  ri^t;  and  the  prenrtrum  is  equal 
to  iive  more,  better.— Yet  <:dftfcicnce-t-What 
the  devil  has  a  gentleman  to  do  with  coofcitiicc? 

4  — rii 
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—  I'll  lay  confcience  afide,  and  let  Mr.  Needy, 
the  mortgagee  know,  I  (hall  foreclofe,  unlefs 
he  pays  off  the  debt)  yet  I  know  *tis  out  of  his 
power  :  What  have  I  to  do  with  that  ?  that's  his 
bufinefs.— -Ten  per  cent,  is  not  to  flip.th/wigh 
my  fingers,  bec^ufe.  confcience  interferes. — rU 
advance  hinn  the  repaaining  fum,  and  take  pof- 
feffion. 

,Enter  J'ack   Penurious, 

..  ;SirJ,  PfiK.»  -Well,  Sii",  r  fuppofe  necefEty 
Lroiigjht  ypu  here* 

Jack.  Pen.     You  arc  right.  Sir. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Vm  never  wrong,  Sirs  never 
put  in  ray  calculadons.— Give  me  niy  fecurity, 
and  Til.  dot  detain  fdUj  tho*  *tis  a>ighty  incon- 
venient for  me  juft  now  to  part  with  the  money. 
V-Your  receipt,  (gives  iV,  md  returns  4  draught 
.4it  fix  weeks.) 

Jack.  Peh.  (l^k$  at  if)  A  draug^  at  (x% 
weeks.         ,       , 

Sir  J.  Pen.  I  know  it.  Sir,  and  what  of 
that? 

Jack  Pen,     I  want'the  money. 

SfR  xJ-  ;JPen«.    Qtt^  it,.  then>    difcounted. 

Come,  come,  my  time  is  precious^take  care  of 

jti^eafti  ^p  ^  friigal>  your  fcrvant-*rbut  V\\  fee 

you  out»  {Exit  Jack,) 

0^2  Enter 
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Eni^r  Timothy  wiib  two  unligbted  candles^ 
l(tfs  them  on  the  table. 

TmoTrtY.  A  gentleman  with  a  coach  and 
fix  is  at  the  door,— fine  cattle  ! 

Sir  J.  Pek.    What !  cy  I  how! 

Timothy.  Yes,  and  as  m^ny  fervants, 
covered  with  lace,  their  heads  as  white  as  your 
Sabbath  perriwig;  rufHe  jfhirts,  and  chitterlings; 
thong  whips,  and  filver  fpurs,  and  queue  tails- 
mercy  on  us !  as  large,  ay,  and  larger  too.—* 
He  certainly  is  a  Lord,  or  a  Sheriff.— He  miifl: 
fee  you  upon  bufmefs. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Shew  him  in.  (Mxit  "Timothy) 
Who  can  this  great  man  be  ?-— O,  I  have  it. — 
They  talk  of  a  diffolution  of  parliament,  and 
he  wants  to  fccure  my  intereft  fiswr  the  Borough; 
Then  he  muft  carry  a  purfe,  and  not  a  very 
light  one,  or  Til — So,  fo,  as  fine  as  a  town  Lord. 
rU  not  abaDJ  one  hundred  of  my  price. 

Enter  Lord   E.O. 

LordE.  O.  Sir,  I  beg  pardon;  I,  I  in- 
trude I  fear. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Pm  a  man  of  bufine(s.  Sir. 
Will  you  be  feat^  ? 

LORP 
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Lord  E.  O.  Sir,  you  do  mc  honour.  (JeaifL) 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Well,  Sir,  what  may  be  your 
bufinefs? 

Lord  E.  O.  Of,  of  the  firft  confaiucnce  to 
me,  and,  I  prefume,  not  unpleafant  to  you.  Sir. 

Sir  J^  I^en.  Any  papers  to  read  ov^, 
mortgages,  reverfions,  annuities,  affignments, 
cledions,  or  is  it  fimply  converfation  ? 

Lord  E.  O.     Simply  converfation.  Sir. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Then,  there's  no  call  for  light, 
we  can  talk  without  it — ^to  cut  the  matter  (hort, 
what  may  your  name  be  ? 

Lord  E.  O.  My  name.  Sir  !-— I'm  a  noble* 
man  of  diftinftion. 

Sir  J.  Pen.     Not  half  per  cent,  the  better 

for  that.— -Nobility  now-a»days  fhoots  up  like  a 

muihroom,  and,  like  a  Birmingham  halfpenny,  is 

./'  [n  bafe  mettle  than  good.    Rib* 

^  s  are  ill  gotten,  when  acquired 

'*  not  by  patriotifm  and  valour.— 

[bangely  degenerated.     But  is 

this  air  you  have  to  fay,  nothing  but  your 

pedigree  ? 

Lord  E.  O.  A  ftrange  fellow  !  {afide)  Give 
me  time.  Sir  John. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Time!— Why  the  beft  eftate 
in  the  country  might  have  been  conveyed  in 
half  the  time.-i^Come  to  the  points 

Q^  Lord 
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.Loud  E.  O.     Sir,  I  feel  an  ambition  to  be 
allied  to  your  family. 

Sir  J.   Pen,     To   my  money  you   mean, 
which  is  the  beft  branch  pf  it.-n^But  how  can 

it  happen  ?  ' 

L.ORP  E.  O.  Damned  impertinent,  (afide)  I 
am  well  informed  that  you  are  father  to  one  of 
the  mod  amiable  young  ladies  of  the  age  \  and 
we-^we-^^with  your  approbation--:*!  feel  anxious 
to  be  her  fuitor,  on  tcrm^  ftridlly  honourable — 
Sir  J.  Pen.  You  are  miftaken  in  your 
man  \  I  teU  you  that  honour  is  perverted,  and 
I  have  drawn  a  prbteft  again^  all  right  honour* 
ablesj,  and  tell  you  mykdaughter  is  not  difpofed 
your  way:  befides,  people  of-yo^  CQndkion 
angle  for  fortunes  \  if  i%  you  haid  better  fecfc , 
another  market  for  youf  4ipp<^,jaflKi  JSi^^ 

Lord  E.  O,     I  percejv^  Mfi^^t^^^^pb^v^ 
Ihall  not  refent  his  infolenca.  ,^^W^S^'^y 
tfentions  are  honeft.  Sir,  anxj  \  wifttp 
fettlement  of  three  thoufand  poinds  ag^a 
vided  you'H  make  her  fortune  adeqaaa^e". 
~^iR  J.  P£N.     Whether  you  like  her,  or  nor, 
cy.-r— I   don't  approvCi  of  thofe  fudden>  blind 
promifes  \  they'll  not  hold  good  in  the  maii>-^ 
produdtive   of    divx)rcefe,    feparationJ^    and  as 
liable  to  fall  to  pieces^  as  thofe  lords  that  give 
premiums  to  evade  the  kwi.  J^i:qw  msimy  at 

••  twenty 
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twenty  per  Ctat.  give  a  bond  for  four  hundred, 
when  they  receive  but  one.  Three  tfaoufand 
pounds  a  yeax"  is  a  (winging  fum,  and  may  hap. 
'tis  nnortgaged  to  the  full  value,  and  twice  over 
j^  a.iight  I  know.-)-*Th]s  is  nothing  new'  in 
thofe  days  of  extravagance.— 'Tis  not  the  firft 
time.  Sir,  I  have  feen  right  honourable^  at  their 
Uftfhift. 

Lord  E.  O.  Sir,  you  wound  my  dignity! 
You  know  *not  who  I  am. — Sir,  you  infuk 
LordE.O! 

Sm  J.  p£w.    Earl  of  the  dice  box,  I  fup* 

pcrfe-r^I  mean  as  I  fay  i  ami  further,  I  tell  yout 

honour,  that  I*U  make  no  fettlement  at  all,  if 

ibkt's  Englifh ;  Mi  I  tell  you  thftt  the  £«  Q.'i 

have  proved  the  ba^ne  of  the  fii^  eftates  in  the 

r  L/)rJ  E.  O.  Til  take  care, 

r  into  wf  family ;  therefore 

ter  ydu  return  to  peopie  of 

and  feek  an  alliance  ^mong 

.  Lor  9  E.  0.  *Q^s  Ms  band  on  bis  /word) 
Zounds!  what  is  it  you  mean?  (^advandng.^^ 
'  Penurious  frightmd)  Your  age,  and  your  igno-' 
ranee,  plead  for  mercy— —Or  this  fword  fhou'd 
make  a  p^fl^ge  to  your  heart !  . 

Sir  J.  P$M.  Timothy  !  Timothy  !  murder ! 

murder!  help!  i^l^!  Oh!  (falls  in  his  chair.) 

'  ^    Qj.  Lord 
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Lord  E.  0.  {groping  his  way  out)  An  unfor- 
tunate caft!  no  dealiiig  here !  a  danmed  un- 
lucky hit !  out  trumped,  by  all  that's  honour- 
able ! ,  ganrunoned  to  the  devil !  without  even 
a  glance  of  ^he  fair  prize  !  ruined  beyond  the 
power  of  redemption  ! — -^O  here's  the  door. 
(looks  at  Penurious)  Inioltntl  vulgar  rafcal ! 
{Penurious  ftartks.)  {Exit  Lord  £•  O.) 

Enter  Timothy,  with  a  candle. 

Timothy.  Lord !  Lord !  Sir  !  Sir  I  {Jbakes 
him)  If  you  are  dead;^  fpeak!  Mercy  on  us, 
what  a  fight  1— -Was  it  this  Lord  that  did  your 
bjfinefs  ?  Here,  here,  takeaf)inch,^/j/tdj  out  bis  • 
Jnuffbox)  'tis  very  reviving,  {jruhs  his  nofe  txritb 
fnuff.) 

Sir  J.  Pen,  (ftarts)  O 
thy  !  this,  this  Lord,  Timotl 
him)  Vm  glad  the  villain's  g< 
minded  dog  was  as  near  cutting  ^y  throat,  ♦ 
Timothy,  as  nine  hundred  and  ninety  pqpnds  are 
to  a  thoufand.  (fainting.) 

Timothy.    Ay,  ay,  you'll  get  throttl'd  at  • 
laft,  after  all  your  fcrapings! — ^Thank  heaven, 
I'm  in  no  danger  of  being  butchered  fo,  that's 
fome  comfort.  Here,  take  t'other  pinch,  and  try 
if  you  can  fhort  a  little.  {appUes  morefnuffi) 

Sir 
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Sir  J.  Pek.  Dear  Timothy^  ftand  by  mc^ 
it  (hall  be  better  for  thee,  {getting  i^)  O  Tim ! 

Timothy.  I  hope  it  will  be  better  for  me.— 
Oh  !  how  I  long  to  fetve  my  country!  (going  J 

Sir  J.  Pbn.  O  for  a  little  relief!  Terrible 
obftruftions  Y 

Timothy.  Come  and  lay  down^  and  take 
fome  powder  ginger^  'twill  loon  mend  your  pace, 
my  life  for  it. 

S  iR  J.  .PsN.  So  it  will-— 'tis  a  fine  medicme, 
and  eafy  to  come  atj  Tim.— I'll  lay  down. 

Timothy.  If  you  never  get  up  again^  your 
country  will  fuffer  no  great  lofs.  (ajide.) 

(Exeunt.) 


'^nd  of  the  Fourth  Act. 
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A    C    T     V. 

S  C  E  N  E  I. 

EnUr  hnrT\:  mdliiMOjHY. 

Bettt. 

HA  S  the  ginger  you  minifter'd  to  Sir  John 
done  his  bufmefs  ? 

TiMoTHy.  Prefently,  and  he  has  now  no  more 
the  fear  of  death,  than  a  Whitefieldite  preacher. 

Betty.  Poor  hardened  gentleman  4  1  fhou'd 
not  wonder,  with  all  his  tyrannicalncfs  and 
riches,  if  he  was  to  make  his  extinguifh  in  a 
convulfive  !-^Ay,  poor  wrctcli>  'twould  be  better 
for  us  then. 

Timothy,     Better  for  us  ! 

Betty.  To  be  fure.  You  know  Mr.  Jacfc 
is  coming  to  be  married  in  the  morning,  you 
know. 

Timothy.     What  have  we  to  do  with  that  ? 

Betty.    Why,  to  be  fure,  'tis  a  joke  upon 

him  j 
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him ;  but  you  know,  my  dear  Timothy,  that— 
heigh-ho !— --that  Mr,  ClafBc  is  coming  for  all: 
that ;  and  he  is  a  good  natiired,  good  fort  of 
a  gentleman,  you  know,  and  he'll  have  ho  oh* 
jeftion. — Suppofe— -O  dear !— Suppofc  now,  we 
were  to  afk  binr^  and  he  may  do  it  for  .nothing; 
I  have  got  tho— ^hcigh^^ho !— *twas  a  gift  of  my 
old  grandn>o(her«-~ . 

TiMoTHT.  {in /urfrife)  Arc  you  found  in 
head  ? — What  did  your  grandmother  give 
you? 

Betty.  Why  a  ring,  you  know,  and  that 
will  fave  expences :  tho*,  to  be  fure  'tis  none  of 
the  moderneft;  but  Fll  make  fhifr. 

Timothy.  O  !  fo  you  wou'd  not  have  the 
Farfian  return  without  a  job,  and  fb  marry  us*^ 
A.very.^ood  ihift  i^ddfdl 

Bitty.  Tor be>furry  you  know  then  'twill  be 
all  over.  I. 

Timothy.  Why  yes,  I  think  it  will  be  all 
over  then  in^ed. 

Betty.  So  it  will;  how  dull  of  mifprehen- 
^on  you  was,  you  rogue  you.  (taps  him  under 
the  chin)  When  I  firft  gave  you  my  company^ 
you  ufe'A.then  to  underfland  my  wordis,  ay,  and 
hints  too,  bettcr.r— I  underftood  what  you 
wou'd  be  at^  before  we  had  been  feljow  fervaats 
a  month, 
.     .  Timothy, 
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-  Timothy.  Yes>  but  you  always  took  care 
to  deny  me.  I  have  no  fault  to  find^  to  be 
fure  ;  but  I  did  not  think  you  dreamt  of  mar- 
rying fo  fbon. — A  young  family  may  come— i 
the  times  are  confumed  trying. 

BiTTy.  La,  fo  foon ! — Mercy  on  us  maids, 
when  we  have  kept  company  for  years  and 
more. — O  Lard,  as  for  breeding — why  to  be 
fure,  one  may  expeft  that,  when  a  body  gets 
married. 

Timothy.  Well,  well,  let's  put  it  off  a  little 
while,  and  let  this  be  a  beginning,  (kijes.) 

Betty.     Nonfenfe !  there's  nothing  new  in 
that :  but  how  foon  people  then  wou'd  have  no 
more  to  fay ;  and  inftead  of  plain  Betty,  I  fhall 
be  called  Mrs.   Bruih:   and  then  you  know,* 
you  wou'd  not  have  the  Batchclors  tax  to  pay. 

Timothy.  That  indeed  is  fome  encourage- 
ment j  and  Mr.  Brufli,  too,  has  a  handigme 
found  enough,*  and  will  make  fome  difference. 
Hey  day !  (looks  off)  Sir  John  is  up,  and 
going  out  J  no,  no,  he  comes  this  way,  let's  out 
of  his  reach,  or  we  Ihall  be  fufpcfted  again. 
{running  about.) 

Betty.  O  la !  how  my  dear  peace  of  mind 
is  larmed !  This  way,  this  way,  my  dear  Tim, 
this  way. 

Timothy, 
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TiMOTHy.  Ay,  ay,  any  where,  but  don't  let 
him  fee  you :  and  I'll  go  and  hurry  the  poft* 
coach*  {Exeunt  feparating.) 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Captain  O'Lary,  and  Sandford. 

O'Lary.  (looks  at  bis  watch.)  Fire  drown 
thefe  poft-boys,  but  they  are  near  ten  minutes 
of  being  after  the  hour  ! 

Sandf.  Never  fear.  Captain,  they'll  not 
fail  being  ready  at  the  appointed  time, — The 
Ladies  are  not  equipped. 

O'Lary.  This  is  a  flippery  feafon,  and  let 
me  tell  you,  that  a  good  general  (hou'd  be  ready 
in  waiting  for  his  enemy,  and  not  the  enemy  in 
waiting  for  him.    . 

Sandf.  Be  not  alarmed,  our  caufe  is 
gpod.*--But  did  you  lay  an  embargo  on  the 
parfon?  -   ^ 

O'Larv.  To  be  fure  I  have,  and  the  bride- 
groom too  i  I  think  you  call  him  by  that  name. 

Sanpf.     What  courfc  did  you  ftccr  ? 

O'Larv, 
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O'Lahv.  Tobefyrfe  I  rtin  ^them  ilft»re, 
and  kept  the  fca  to  ipyfelf  i  J  fent  ai  Metier  to  the 
pricft,  oaod  carrkd  it  myfelf  to  prevent'  mif- 
fortunes,  and  told  him  the  job. was  pofl:poned> 
and  he  muft  not  come  at  all : — And  I  told 
Jack  Penurious  his  own  felf,  that  his  marriage 
was  not  to  be  'till  the  day  after. — Faith,  faid 
he,  thank  you.  Captain,  for  the  good  news,  for 
1  go  on  that  day  ta^  cock-matd^.— -Thought  1 
to  myfelf,  faith,  but  you  are  right  all  oven 
—•But  are  the  dear  creatures  about  bein^  ready  ? 

Sakdf,  a  moft  excellent  manoeuvre,  upon 
any  honour  1  . .      .      .) 

O'Lary.  When  the  heajct  is  engagcd|Jppny 
^ear  boy,  in  a  good  caufe^  liMcre-s  nofeari^f 
^od  genfiralihip  in  ;an  Irifli  q^ker, 

Ba^j^f^  TJws  far,  ^^ms  go  <)n.  ^^(pffr 
ouflys  next,  let  us  n:mrcfe  to  the  virt^jK^i^'feir 
iMCfi,  is^ing)  zvA  guard  their  perfons,  as\ihey^ 
Jiawe  obeyedjtwarhearts*  -»         (jEte>ir»r.) 


Enter  SoviiiA.and  AviG]^.iCA* 

.  Sophia,  i  have  not  a  doubt,  but  T4anodiy 
will  keep  them  to  their  time;  the  mofttrui^ 
-cueature  in  the  world.  .      :  '  •'        '  C 

.    AwG*    fjow  happy  it  is  »  *a\ie  ^  fervaiji: 

about 
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confide. 

.    Sophia.     Bttty  H  idfo  a  feithfyl  crejityre, 

4uid  poffcfles  a  fecHsig  hdait^  aiid  I  (hall  noc 

pro^c  lefe  actcntivic  to  thcjr  ioterpftj  tk^n  tjafcy 

have  been  to  my  peace,  while  d  father'^  prifo«». 

ANr.<>»  GrMku^;  is  ijie  iiobleft.^aljIiQajuon^ 
that  can  adorn  thp  human  heart* 
,  Sophia^  Our  mind  and.&elings  are  w  pi&f^ 
feft  unifon  :^we  were  by  nature  formed  for 
each  other's  friendfhip. — ^Ah !  my  dear  Ange- 
lica, J  feel  greatly  opprefled — although  my  fa- 
ther has  exercifed  a  moft  cruel  authority  over 
me»»  poor  old  man,  he  is  ftill  my  father ;  and 
perhaps  my  elopement  may  prove  fatal  to  him ; 
and  the  world  too  may  cenfure- 

Ang.     Such  tender  feelings  cou'd  flow  only 

-<rtTO^*a  imtpows  bcfhm  libe  yotsrs.  -  Yet,  My 

<}ea^•'^^^3opbU,   ^cdnl&der  what  has  been  your 

Situation,  and  what   it   is   now;   let  .thaf^re- 

fleftion  operate  on  your   mind,  and  Tm  fure 

you'll  find  yooirfelf  acqoiittedi     Why  indulge 

thofe.fcruples^  afier  fa  moch  j^ecutio«i]?:Li- 

^pty  is  iweet ;  and  how  much  more  the  idea  h 

,  brightened  up,  ^en  we  quit  a  .prifon>^and  take 

:  flxelter  in  the  arms  of  lave^wxieQ  W;ho  i^i4d 

die  for  ns !    Under  fuck  circumftancesy  ypu 

may  i-eft  aflured,  that  the  generous  world^^l 

i,  applaud. 
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applaud^  rather  than  ccfnfure  die  condu&  of 
either. 

'  Sophia.    I  muft  confefs,  when  a  father  tor« 
turcs  his  own  child,  paternal  authority  dimi^ 
niihes.  I  feel  my  fpirits  retum>  and  heaven  points 
out  to  me  that  all  is  right. 

Akg.  Your  reconciliation  makes  me  happy  i 
let's  hailen  to  the  grove,  and  fly  to  the  poft  of 
honour  and  of  love*  {Exeunt  bonify.) 


SCENE       III. 

u/f  Grove  terminating  with  a  Jhaiy  Trei^^ 
Betty  with  Bundles  of  Cht^)  under  it's 
/hade.  ;'  Ivii  t\ 

Betty  alone,  comes  forward. 

Betty.  What  (hifts  we  poor  fervants  arc 
put  to  ! — ^Well,  'tis  a  great  confolance  to  us, 
that  the  qualities  are  put  to  their  (hifts  too :-» 
But  la,  what  poor  helplefs  things  they  wou'd  be 
without  us  fervants !  {looking  about)  Where  can 
um  ftay  ?  Well,  my  conlcience  teUs  me,  they 
5  will 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


A      COMEDY.  a4f 

will  be  trapped  by  their  dilly  dailies  and  non* 
fcnfe. — I  think  Timothy  has  caught  the  dif- 
order  of  unH;  for  my  part,  I  don't  know  what 
hemeans.  Hah  1  here  they  be,  upon  my  honour. 
{returns  haftify  4$  the  tree.) 

Enter  Sophia  j^  Angelica. 

Sophia,  {looks  about.)  Hah!  Iproteft,  the 
faithful  Betty  is  arrived  at  her  poft.  {runs  to  her.) 

Captain  0*Lary  and  Sandford,  behind 
the  femes. 

0*Lary.  This  way  here,  we  are  in  the 
track,  my  dear  boy : — If  there  are  woods  'in 
trees,  this  place  calls  itfelf  the  avenue,  {they 
enter)  Hah !  but  I  fee  their  precious  fouls  in 
waiting,  {they  run  upy  and  the  ladies  meet  them) 
By  all  the  living  faints,  if  the  coach  is  not  after 
coming  to  be  fure— Yet 

Ang.  {looking  at  her  watch)  *Tis  barely  the 
time, 

Sophia.  Left  there  fliou'd  be  a  miftake, 
I  difpatched  the  trufty  Timothy  to  haften  the 
coach — however,  my  father  is  perfedtly  fecure, 

Sandf.     Thou  bcft  of  women !  Suppofe  we 

go  and  "meet  the  carriage  j  for  the  rumbling^ 

R  4  coach 
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a  coach  may  probably  waken  the  Baronet>  and 
his  curiofity  may  lead  to  a  difcovcry. 

Q'Lary.  You  are  right  i  for  fbou'd  the 
old  fox  be  unkenneird  before  the  hounds  are 
uncoupled,  faith  'but  old  Reynard  will  play 
a  trick, 

Ang.  {to  the  Captain)  You  feem  difpirrted, 
where  there's  not  even  the  (hadow  of  Hanger. 
.  O'Lary.  Not  fo  at  all  5  but  take  the 
cafe  under  a  comparifon  or  two— a  good  fol- 
dier,  my  dear,  when  he  is  after  ftorming  the 
camp  of  his  enemy,  by  fea  or  land,  he  fhou'd 
be  awake  when  the  camp's  afteep ;  and  bold- 
ly pufti  on  the  attack,  and  not  adjourn  the 
%ht,  left  the  heel  outrun  the  heart.  By  my 
foul,  but- we  have  c^fes  like  this;  and  if  wc 
don't  look  (;q  ourfelves,  our  cafe  may  be  like 
Britannia''^,  Oh !  by  heavens  }  retreating,  when 
ihe  ought  to  be  advancing. 

Sandf.  Then,  Captain,  let  us  profit  by  the 
wretched  example  ;  and  expeditioufly  fly  in 
fcarch  of  the  coach.  (/«  tbt  ladw)  As  it  r^ns, 
you'll  take  (belter  under  the  cedar,  till  our 
return.  ■      fe^^*»?0 

Bettv^  ,0  dear  !  bea'nt  Timothy  to  come 
too? 

Sqphia.     Be  not  alarmed,  Timothy  will  be 

in 
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in  waiting  with  the  coach.— Farewell,  ye  gloomy 
walls,  farewell!  (EKiunt.) 


SCENE         IV. 

Sophia,  Antgelica,  and  Betty,  under  the 
Cedar y  in  the  Garden. 

Sophia,  coming  forward. 

Sophia.  What  can  be  the  reafon  of  this  de- 
lay ?  My  feelings  forbode  to  me  a  difcovery.— » 
What  means  that  noife  ?   hark  ! 

Ang.  It  cannot  be,  yet  I  fear  fomething  has 
happened. 

BETTvloiq!^  this  is  the  fruitfulnefs  of  dilly 
dallying  :^1  tdld  you  how  it  wou'd  be 

Enter  Timothy,  in  a  violent  agitation. 

Timothy.  Mercy  on  us!  and  the  church 
pray  for  us  all  ! — Fine  doings  ! — Ruin  and 
madnefs  have  fhaken  hands  together — Mafter, 
of  all  the  world,  is  like  a  baited  bull,  (ladies 
frighted.) 

R  2  Sophia. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


244  THE   GENEROUS    CaiTNTKRFEir, 

Sophia.  Confufion  ! — ^What  can  have  hap-^ 
pened  ? 

Timothy.  Too  much  by  half  has  hap- 
pened;— Why  Matter  is  up,  and  about  in 
fearch  of  you. 

Sophia.  O  Heaven  !  the  fmiling  ftars,  thit 
gave  luftre  to  our  juft  hopes,  are  now  grown 
dim,  and  leave  nothing  but  terror  and  difap- 
pointment.  Timothy,  how  came  my  father  to 
be  thus  apprized  ? 

Timothy.  You  muft  know,  Mifs,  after 
Sir  John  took  his  cooler  of  ginger  laft  night, 
he  lay  down  to  fleep : — The  old  black  turkey- 
cock  was  roofting  on  the  chimney  top ;  down 
he  tumbles  (in  a  dream,  I  fopp'ofe),  and  made 
a  terrible  clatters  and  Sir  John,  thinking 
the  devil  was  got  into  the  room,  cried  out, 
murder  1  help  !  help  !  So  in  the  fright  he 
ftumbled  to  the  window ;  from  whence  he  faw 
Mr.  Sandford  and  the  Captain  walking  athwart 
the  garden— finding  that  the  turkey-cock  was 
not  the  devil,  as  he  expefted,  pop  he  ran 
down  ftairs — met  me  at  the  garden  door— up 
went  the  ftick,  but  I  .made  my  efcape  before 
it  came  down. — O  !  here  he  comes,  hide,  hide. 
(running  about.) 

{^Exeunt  timothy  and  Betty.) 
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As  Sophia  and  Angelica  are  mterlng  a  gate^  Sir 
John  Penurious  meeting  them — they /cream  out. 

Enter  Sir  J,  Penurious,  tbr^atem  Sophia. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  So  ho  !  vile  baggage,  I  have 
juft  tim*d  it  to  prevent  the  difhonour  you  intend 
your  family :  but,  I  fuppofe  th^t  you  have  pretty 
well  tarnifhed  that  already. 

Sophia.     For  heaven's  fake.  Sir— 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Heaven  has  nothing  to  do 
with  you : — What,  proftitution  in  niy  own  flcfh 
and  blood  ! 

Ang.  Let  not  your  rage  mifguide  your 
underftanding ;  and  charge  your  daughter  with 
the  grofleft  falfehood,— I  can  anfwer  for  my 
coufin's  honour. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  What,  reptile!  anfwer  for 
yourfclf :  zounds  J  thou  art  as  bad  as  Ihe.— ••O  I 
what  is  Dungmore  Place  converted*  to  1  From 
a  houfe  of  virtue  and  good  order,  to  be  the 

nurfery  of  wantons madnefs  !  {to  Angelicay 

And  you,  abettor — I  hay«  fent  for  thy  father-^ 
I  have. 

Sophia.     Sir,  let  me  entreat  you,  to  be  a 

little  compofed,  while  I  (hall  confefs  to  you  the 

tioneft  truth,    and  explain  what  appears  thus 

R3  myf- 
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rpyfterious*  {on  her  knees ^  he  turns  from  her,  and 

Jbe  lays  bold  of  bis  coat. ) 

Sir  J.  Pen.    Away  !   {throws  her  from  him, 

Jbe  getting  up)  I  fhall  next  cxpeft  Dungmore 
Place"  in  fire  about  my  ears;  when  all  my 
induftrious  gleanings  wiU  pour  out  in  melted 
torrents,  (lays  bold  of  them)  Come  along,  ori- 
ginal fin,  {to  Angelica)  and  bear  witnefs  ta  her 
punifhmcnt — away!  (Exeunt.) 

Enter  ^iuothy^  Ovektovi  following. 

Timothy.  O  terrible  !  terrible  times  !  cruel 
bufinefs !  'tis  all  over  and  ended :  I  can  now  tio 
longer  ferve  my felf  nor  my  country ! 

Overton.  When  was  it  over,  and  at  what 
hour  ? 

Timothy,  (running  ahut frighted)  O,  I  can't 
ftay.  I  wou'd  fooner  cudgel  with  three  French- 
men, than  encounter  Sir  John's  wrath. 

Overton.     Be  cool,  Timothy. 

TiMO'THY.  Can  I  be  cool,  when  over  the 
burning  coals,  and  Mafter  blowing  the  bellows? 

Overton,   (inftnuating)   So  they  are  mar- 
.  ried  j  and  by  Ibme  accident  Sir  John  made  the 
difcovery. 

Timothy.  Yes,  yesj  you*ll  hear  all  about 
it  foon  enough. 

Overton. 
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Overton,     'Tis  mighty  well,  Timothy.  . 

Timothy.  I  wifli  Sir  John  faid  fo  ;  he 
comes  this  way  5  (runs  about)  I  hear  him  bellow- 
ing J  I,  I  wifh  I  had  my  little  wages,  I  wou'd 
fhew  him  a  pair  of  heels.  {Exit.) 

Overton.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  poor  fimple  fel- 
low !— Well  tranfafted,  Overton,  upon  my  ho- 
nour, ha  !  ha  !  This  fon-in-law  is  the  creim  of 
my  ambition,  ha !  ha  !  How  well  I  laid  the  plot ! 
How  well  I  chofe  the  tools  to  execute  my  de- 
fign !  (looks  off)  Here  he  comes.  Til  withdraw  a 
moment.  {Exit.) 


SCENE     V. 

Sir  J.  Pen.'    (behind  the  femes)  Come  along^ 
thou  Ihalt  be  chained  by  the  leg. 

Enter  Sir  John.  Penurious,   Sophia,  and 

Ang£lica. 

Sir  J.  Pen.    I'll  carry  the  key  myfdf. 

R  4  Enter 
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Enter    Overton. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Here,  take  your  daughter— ge, 
ftrumpct. 

Overton.  I  fee  he^s  difpleafed  at  the 
match  5  rU  not  be  offended,  {ajide)  Strumpet ! 
Hard  words.  Sir. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Yes,  harlot,  Sh^  if  you  under- 
ftand  Englifh. 

Overton.  Dcvilifhly  piqued  at  his  daugh- 
ter-in-law. {afide)  I  cxpcft  fofter  terms. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Your  blood  has  defiled  my 
family. 

Overton.  Zounds  !  traducer,  flelh  and 
blood  can  no  longer  fufFer  fuch  fcurrility  and 
contempt,  unfupported  by  truth. — The  blood  of 
the  Overtons,  Sir,  is  as  untainted,  as  that  of  the 
Penurious's :  And  let  me  tell  yov.  Sir,  that  my 
daughter  is  worthy  of  your  fon. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  What !  worthy  my  fon  I  What, 
in  the  name  of  intereft,  has  my  fon  been  med- 
dling too  with  your  daughter  ? 

Overton.  Meddling !  Foul  tongued  Jew.— 
*^Twas  a  lawful  union,  and  your  purfe  fhall  feel 
its  force. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  This  is  paradoxical— their 
'    <  union! 
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unioh  ! — In  the  name  of  intcrcft,  niy  fon  mar- 
Tied  ?  {to  Sophia)  eyi  tell  mic,  tormentor. 

Sophia,  (frighted)  Sir ! 

Overton.  The  deed  is  fealed. — Here  ftand$ 
your  daughter  in  law,  ha !  ha !  ha !  Come,  child, 
to  your  hufband;  come,  Mrs*  Penurious,  ha!  ha! 
{Penurious  in  ajionijhment.) 

Enter  Sandford  ^»i  O'Lary,  undijcovered^ 

Sir  J.  Pen.  {in  a  rage)  Married!  mon« 
ilrous  !  monftrous  deed !  Where  is  the  villain  ? 
rU  tear  out  his  heart ! — This  is  a  difgrace,  I 
never  can  furvive ! — My  fon  and  heir  married 
to  Dick  Overton's  daughter  !  O  madnefs !  fren- 
zy !  defpair ! 

Overton.  Hi!  ha!  ha!  Mrs.  Penurious, 
take  leave  of  your  father-in-law,  but  firft  receive 
his  bleffing.  (going) 

Sir  J.  Pen.  My  bleffing!  devil!  deviH 
(jdifcovers  the  Captain)  Hah  !  {Captain  advances 
to  Overton^  catches  Angelica  as  fie  is  going  off^ 
taps  Overton  on  his  Jhoulder.) 

O'Lary.  Hold,  and  partake  of  the  fun. 
Dad ! 

Ang.  O,  Captain  !  where,  where  have  you 
been  ? 

O'Laivv.    Tm  here  now,  and  that's  all. 

Overton. 
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Ov£RToN.  Thank  you,  my  worthy  friendj 
thank  you  -,  you  have  executed  your  cortimiflloa 
to  the  fuUeft  extent  of  my  wifhes. — He's  devil- 
iflily  hurt  at  the  wedding,  {afide  to  the  Captain.) 

O'Lary.  More  fun  is  juft  now  fprouting 
out ;  and  will  you  ftay,  and  fee  honeft  nature 
triumph  over  art  ? — That's  the  cafe  juft  now. 

Overton.  So  it  ihou*d.  Captain. — Egad, 
I  jDhall  enjoy  it.  {both  laugh.) 

Sophia,  {flies  to  Sandford)  Thank  Heaven  ! 
Never  was  an  interview  more  feafonable. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  In  the  name  of  intereft! — 
What  in  love  with  the  Dofbor  too  ?  Pil  cool 
thy  appetite,  (up  with  bis  flick,  Sandford  pre^ 
vents  him.) 

Sophia.  Pardon  nie.  Sir  5  I  do  love  him, 
for  his  heroifm  in  the  field  of  Mars,  and  his  con- 
ftancy  in  that  of  Venus  !  He  has  fet  this  heart  at 
cafe,  that  all  the  united  fkill  of  the  faculty  cou'd 
not  efFc6t;  and,  what  you.  Sir,  a  few  hours 
ago,  would  have  given  half  your  eftate  to  have 
accomplifhed,  he  has  performed  without  a  fee. 

Sir.  J.  Pen.  I,  I  burn  with  rage!  Dam- 
nation is  come  upon  me  !  (walks  about X  Vile  ! 
vile  !  What  my  daughter  a  kept  miftrefc  ! — 
Zounds !  thou  German  Runagate-^then,  thou 
art  as  complete  a  Robber,  as  the  Tyburn  Sand- 
ford. 

,    Sandf, 
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Sandf.  {difcovers  bimfelf  by  taking  off  his 
beardy  6?r.)  The  blood  of  Sandford  will  no  longer 
be  concealed. — He  tells  you.  Sir,  that  he's 
neither  villain,  nor  robber. — ^Old  man,  as  for 
your  contempt  and  abufc  of  me,  I  freely  for- 
give you;  but  your  cruelty  to  your  daughter 
roufes  my  refentmcnt,  and  demands  my  pro- 
tedtion. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  (frigbtedy  viewing  Sandford)  Art 
thou  man,  or  devil  ?  If  thou  art  really  Sand- 
ford !  I,  I  tell  thee,  (he  Hands  in  need  of  no 
other  proteftor,  than  her  father. 

Sandf.     The  very  man  !  and  muft  tell  you,: 
tho*  {he*s  your  daughter,  lhe*s  now  my  pro- 
perty !  thank  .Heaven  for  pofleflion. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Thou  hard  featured — Wha, 
what  my  daughter  thy  property  !— PoflTeffion  ii 
a  great  point  in  law.^^-Pofleffion  of  my  only 
daughter !    mifery  !   miiery  !      ' 

0*Larv.  Juft  fo !  She's  your  daughter,  and 
that's  all ! 

.  Sir  J.  Pen.  My  daughter  is  my  child,  and 
my  child  is  my  property.  How  the  devil  cart 
Jhc  be  his  property  ?  , 

Sandf.  By  mutual  confent.  I  lov*d  her, 
wd  her  conftancy  is  my  invaluable  reward. 

0*Lary.     What  a  precious  jewel  is  con- 
2  ftancyl 
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ftancy  !  and  what  a  gem,  the  pofleifion  of  the 
dear  creatures  we  love ! 

Overton.  The  greateft  bleffing  under  hea- 
ven, (to  Penurious)  when  the  wit  is  out- 
witted^ ha !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Sir  J.  Pen.  What  an  iniquitous  pack  has 
entered  my  houfe !  Zounds!  I  <k)n't  under- 
ftand  you  ;  why  not  be  more  explicit  ? 

Sanof.  That  you  may  no  longer  be  kept 
in  fufpence,  your  daughter,  the  chafte  Sophia, 
is  my  wife. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  (refleEting)  Wife !  O  that  I  was 
dead,  and  all  my  pofleffions  buried  with  me  ! 

Overton,  (afide  to  the  Captain)  Bravo! 
This  fudden  (hock  may  whiflc  him  off ! 

O'Lary.  (to  Overton)  To  be  fure,  but 
there's  more  variety  in  the  game  yet. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  {dijcovers  madnefs  and  joy)  Wife! 
My  daughter  married !  madnefs  I  A  wife  to 
Sandford  !  villainous  !  plunder !  plunder  !-— 
Oh !  that  I  was  young  again  to  revenge  the 
impious  robbery  ! — Hah  I  well,  very  well ; 
mighty  good.  Sir  John,  ha!  ha!  ha!  better 
and  better,  ha!  ha!  ha! — The  bond!  the 
bond !  my  money  is  fecured !  ha !  ha !  ha  !— 
Not  a  fiiilling  dare  you  touch,  (td  Sandford) 
fellow,  and  you,  madam,  {to  Sophia)  have  laid 
^  bait  for  me^  ha !  ha  I  ha !  but  like  hungry 

gudgeons. 
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gudgeons^  have  fwallowed  it  yourfelves !   O 
dear !   O  dear  1   ha  !  ha  1  ha  1 

Sophia.  O  Sir!  forgive  the  aft.— Recol- 
left^  Sir^  I  have  only  followed  your  example^ 
and  my  dear  mother's^  who  is  now  no  more ; 
who  both  were  married  againft  your  friends' 
confent :  you  were  not  aftuated  by  intereft  j 
you  married  becaufe  you  loved>  and  fo  have  I. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Mighty  fine  !  Mrs.  Sandford, 
and  no  money>  mark  that  -,  you  have  forfeited 
the  bond. — Vm  pleafed^  ha!  ha!  ha!  Not  a 
penny^  ha  !  ha  1 

Sandf.  The  marriage  was  previous  to  the 
cruel  oath  you  extorted  from  your  daughter.-^ 
Vm  firmly  refolved,  that  a  fecond  marriage 
fhall  not  forfeit  your  generous  intentions^— -Ten 
thoufand  pounds^  ha !  ha !   ha  ! 

Sir  J^  Fen.  It  can't  be ;  I  wou'd  as  foon 
part  with  ten  thoufand  drops  of  my  blood. 

Sophia.  Indeed^  Sir^  'tis  unqueftionably 
true ',  my  coufin  Angelicaj  and  Captain  O'l^ry^ 
can  atteft  the  affertion,  who  were  married  at 
the  fame  time. 

Sir  J.  Pen.     Hey  !   How  the  devil  isthis  ? 

Oyektov.  (in  a  flutter)  Impoffible  !  a^ofs 
impofition !  a  trick !  ey>  Captain,  ha !  ha ! 

O'Lary.    Ha!   ha!    ha!    Your  are  right 

fome« 
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fometimes ;  no  better  trick  played,  than  wtien 
we  marry  the  dear  creatures  we  lovfr.  Ange- 
lica vfSLS  the  vcrjr  perfon ;  this  was  my  mean- 
ing. 

'Overton,     Deftruftion  !  infamy  !— -Unrid- 
dle this  myftcry,  daughter,  or  Vl\ {threatens 

^gelica.) 

Ang.  I  plead  guilty  to  the  charge,  and 
confefs  my felf  the  Captain's  wife  5  and  may  the 
love  I  bore  for  him,  and  the  contempt  in 
which  I  held  my  coufin>  whom  you  now  thought 
my  huJband,  plead  my  caufe,  and  recommend 
me  to  your  pardon. 

Overton.  My  pardon  !  thou,  thou  mean'ft 
my  cwrGcy  and  may  it  ever  attend  thee ! 

Sir  J.  Pen.  This  tale  revives  me. — The 
wit  is  out-wittcd,  ey.  Matter  Overton,  ha  I 
ha!  ha! 

Overton,  Hell  be  all  your  portions  j  and 
may  my  daughter  never  know  but  trouble. — 
May,  may  the  thing,  her  hufband,  live  to  be 
her  tormentor !  May  difunion,  mifcry,  and  dif- 
cord,  ever  await  them  ! — A,  a  life  like  mine  is 
not  worth  preserving,  when  tricked,  ovcr- 
reachedj  and  out-witted. — O  diftratftion  ! 

(Exit.) 

Ang.  O  heavens !  his  rage  ntay  prove  fatal. 
■    O'Lary.      Don't   be   alarmed   at   all. — In 

Captain 
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Captain  0*Lary,  my  jewel,  you'll  find  a  friend, 
a  hufband,  and  a  father  too. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  What  an  age  we  live  in,  when 
children  delight  in  diftreffing  their  own  affec- 
tionate parents  ! 

Sakdf.  Parents  that  delight  in  torturing 
their  own  children,  to  gratify  their  avaricious 
views,  by  denying  them  independence  in  matri- 
mony, forfeit  the  right.—- Sir,  I  claim  from  you 
ten  thoufand  pounds  ;  the  bond  is  on  demand* 
f  Sir  J.  Pen.  The  very  found  diftrads  me  ; 
and  the  payment O  villainous  !  villainous  ! 

O'Lary.  No  matter  for  that,  you  may 
pleafe  yourfelf  that  way  fure. 

Sir.  J.  Pen.  You  plot  my  life,  leeches; 
I'm  ^profcribed  man;  this  money  has  broke 
my  heart !  I  felt  the  very  ftrings  crack  !  Mur- 
dered and  robbed  in  my  own  houfe  ! 

San  or.     (to   Penurious)     I   feel    for    your 

age,  I  pity  your  infirmities ;  your  avarice  has 
rnade  you  both  cruel  and  unjuft.  Let  it  not 
be  fo  with  me:  when  I  married  your  daugh- 
ter, happinefs  alone,  and  not  your  wealth, 
was  my  objeft;  Heaven  knows  my  heart; 
and  it  Ihall  not  be  faid,  that  either  your 
daughter,  or  myfelf,  were  acceffary  to  your 
death — Here,  Sir,  (gives  bim  the  bond)  I  relin- 

.     quifh 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


^^6  THE  GEKBHOUS   COUNTER  Flit, 

quifc  you  the  bond,  and  may  it  be  the  means 
of  re-uniting  your  broken  heart-llrings. 

Penurious  walks  ahouty  expr effing  joy  ^  griefs  6?^. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  'Twas  well  done,  a  cordial  to 
my  heart ;  my  fpirits  rife,  my  blood  flows  fwiftly 
in  my  veins  with  tides  of  joy. — Hah !— ryet  I 
feci — I  feel  a  qualm  has  ftruck  deep  in  this 
heart,  that  never  was  ftruck  before ! — My 
whole  nature  is  on  the  change  ! — I  feci  a  rebel- 
lion ftir  within  me !  What  have  I  been  doing  ? 
Ah  !  (reclines  bis  bead  againji  tbe  wain/cot.) 

O'Lary.  (afide)  The  bond  has  faved  his 
life,  and  killed  him  too ;  and  whether  to  con* 
tinue  devil,  or  make  a  feint  of  himfelf,  fure  he 
can't  tell  yet. 

Sophia.     Are  you  indifpofed.  Sir  ? 

Sir  J.  Pen.  (Jums  to  Sopbia  placidly)  Never 
better,  my  child — ^I  have  been  afleep  thefc  fifty 
years,  and  never  woke  till  now — I  fee  clearly 
— ^hear  and  underftand.  Ah !  Sophia,  my  child  ! 
have  I  perfecuted  thee  ?  Yes ;  and  thy  hufband 
I  have  traduced.  A  flranger  has  crept  into  my 
eyes  J  {weeps)  it  flows,  1  feel  the  callous  foften— 
What  a  life  have  I  murdered  ! 

Sophia,     If  I  have  tranfgrefled 

Sir  J.  Pen,     Tm  the  offender,  I  was  to 

blame. 
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blame.  (Jo  Sandford)  Mr.  Sandford,  I  crave 
your  pardon,  (to  Sophia)  My  child,  forgive  a 
cruel  father,  and  his  peace  is  reftored. 

SopHi^.     O  I  Sir,  froni  nny  foul. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Generous  girl !  come  to  my 
arms  :  (they  nnbrace)  nature  and  affeftion  re- 
unite.— But,  Captain  Sandford,  do  you  forgive  ? 

Sandf.  'Tis  granted.  Sir.  The  man  that 
is  flow  and  ftubborn  to  forgivenefs,  finks  himfelf 
far  beneath  the  offender. 

Sir  J.  Pen.  Then  I'm  happy — I  feel  peace, 
happinefs,  and  joy,  for  the  firft  time,  in  this  old 
bofom.  The  bond  has  proved  a  mafter-key 
of  fuch*  uncommon  workmanfliip,  that  it 
opened  the  door  to  this  heart,  of  which  before, 
all  the  world  cou'd  not  move  the  bolt. — ^But 
now  the  wards  are  bright,  and  move  fo  eafily, 
that  they  can  never  ruft  again. 

Sandf.  I  confefs.  Sir,  the  chara6ber  of  a 
counterfeit  is  not  the  moft  honourable  i  but 
Mdien  love  is  the  objedl-— — 

Sm  J.  Pen.  Thou  art  A  GENEROUS 
COUNTERFE^IT  j  and  I  glory  in  thee  for  my 
fon-in-law. — As  a  proof  of  my  approbation,  I  de- 
liver you  up  the  Bond  as  your  juft  right  i  (returns 
the  bond)  and  to-morrow  you  (hall  be  in  poffeffion 
of  the  money,  with  confiderable  additions. — 
Make  a  good  hufband  to  my  daughter,  and  I 
S  fhall 
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fhafl  prove  to  both  a  fiithcr  and  a  fritftd.  And 
Captain  O'Lary'^WiH  fliflfef  the  circle  of  my  influ- 
ence to  expand  to  him  and  hJs  dear  Angelica. 

O'Larv.  Since  you  have  placed  that  de-* 
ferVing  couple  diere  in  thfe  center.  Captain 
0*Lary,  and  his  AitgeKcJ^  will  be  happy  to  be 
drawn  within  the  circumference^ 

Sandf.  Sir,'  your  bounty  fliall  never  be 
abufed — it  ftiall  be  oeconomically  cultivated; 
and  its  produce  your  daughter  fhall  perpetually 
reap  into  her  bofortr,  ^  plenteous  harveft  of 
peace,  happinefe,  ahd  Ibve.  The  clouds  of  ad- 
verfity  are  Aow  difperfed,  and  open  to  our  view 
the  brighteft  t)fofpe(a. 

Let  union  reign,  and  difcord  ceafe  to  rage, 
Let  fmiling  peace  all  hearts  like  ours  engage; 
Let  harmony  with  univerfal  fway, 
Beam  from  the  throne,  and  lead  the  happy  way : 
Thus  (hall  Britannia's  fons,  all  hand  in  hand. 
Be  great  once  more,  and  crown  this  undivided 
land.  (all  joining  hands*) 


THE      E  W  D» 
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MEN. 

RECLUSE,    A  Naturaliil:,  Brother  to  Mifs  Phoebe. 
FRANK    RECLUSE,    A  Son  of  Rcclufe,  Sen.  in  love 

\irlth  Mifs  Byron. 
EMULSION,    A  deiigning,  pompous  Quack  Apothecflpry; ' 
S'W  I N  D  A  L,    Tricking'  and  avaricious — ^Brother-in-Law  to 

Emulfion. 
ARCHLY,    A  Clergyman^  Friend  of  Cadgut's, 
HANDY,    Companion  and  Servant  of  Reclufei  Sen.  in  love 

with  Cadgut. 
COFFIN, 

GRIMLY,  \     Undertakers. 

FINIS, 

FLYCATCHER,    Footman  to  Rcclufe,  Sen. 
POSTHASTE,    Valet  to  Swindal. 
ROBERT,    Footman  to  Mifs  Phoebe. 
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MISS    PHOEBE,    An  elderly  Maiden,  fick  in  ccmceit, 

biaffed  by  EmulHon,  and  Sifter  to  Reclufe. 
MISS    BYRON.    An  Orphan,  in  love  with  Frank  Reclufe. 
CADGUT,    Waiting  Woman  to  Mifs  Phoebe,  in  lovt  with 

Handy. 
NELLY,    Mifs  Phoebe's  Cook.Maid. 
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A    C    T      I. 

SCENE   I.     Cadgut  paffing  acrojs  the  Stage^ 
Emulfim  calling  to  ber. 

Emulsion. 

M  R  S.  Cadgut,  Mrs.  Cadgut. 

Cadgut.    Well,  who  calls  ?  O,  Mr.  EmuU 

Hon,  is  it  you.  Sir  ?    I  afk  your  pardon  for  an* 

fwcring  you  fo  very  abruptly. 
Emuls.    Pray  how  did  your.Miftrefs  reft 

laft  night  ? 

S  3  Cadgut. 
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Sir. 

Emuls.  Very  troublefome  ! 
.  'iijLi^'o^iT^  Yery"  kiiuck  fo^I  Md  ifo^xikt 
with  her  all  night.  I  gave  her  the  draughts  as 
you  ordered,  four  times  an  hour.  I  began  at 
ten  laft  night,  and  firiilhed  at  eight  this  morn- 
ing. 

Emuls.  Began  at  ten  laft  night,  and  finifli'd 
at  eight  khis  i;i4orni«hg — Mfem-MLet  lAe  fee — 
from  ten  to  twelve,  two  hours  j  from  twelve  to 
eight,  eight  more: — which  computation  totahis, 
makes  up  ten  completura  ^  and  four  times  ten 
is  forty  draughts — Good  ! 

Cadgut.  I  fee  no  good  in  it — I  have  no 
comfort  of  my  life  5  ,up  all,  night,  and  down  all 
day.  '  ^ 

Emuls;  Come,  come,  Catee,  don*t  com- 
plaih  i  700  iiYt  vety  \(ici{  pai^  for  your  ups  antl 
downs : — You  have  no  Jnconfidt^able  place,  I 
ihou*d  imagine. 

Cadgut.  My  place  wou'd  be  more  con- 
fiderable,  if  .you' feht  iier  ia  few^'d&^h  leli 
4ra^ights.&:v^tili^  !<h©':  to.  bfc  fiii'e,  I  ftoo^tf.bot 
co^lmi  [on-  that  bfead^— flic  old  .phiaSs  ^e  k 
pretty  perquifite  emJnghp..  -  i  r- 
-  Ei^^lS.   'IIMett'd  *!hii«i^?fo;:K!:fs.  CttSpxt'.;  I 

•         havfe 
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have  paid  you  a  good  round  fum  for  this  fcven 
years  paft,  for  the  old  phials« 

Cadgut.  About  twenty  pounds  a  year  j  it 
makes  up  a  little,  lo  be  fure,  for  the  lofs  I  fuf- 
tain,  by  her  not  xirefling  and  going  into  com- 
pany.—But  honeftly,  Mr.  Emulfidn,  is  that 
enough  ? — three  (hillijRgs  a  grofs  ? 

Emuls.  Were  I  to  giye  you  more,  itwou*d 
be  declaring  war  againfl:  the  faculty.  We  of 
the  faculty  never  deviate  from  the  principles  of 
eftablifti'd  rule§. — No,  tho*  health  be  the  bafis 
on  which  the  faculty  lay  the  foundation  of  the 
#rt,  there's  juftice  in  tbe  building. 

CadOut.  You  may  not  deviate,  but  fomc 
of  your  brethren  do. 

Emuls.  Don't  grumble,  Mrs.  Gadget,  TU 
make  it  up  to  you.  ^ 

Cadgut.  Make  it  up  I  you  h^e  been  a 
-  long  time  about  it :  had  it  been  medicine,  you 
jvou'd  have  been  more  l^ountiful,  and  not  fo 
flow  in  your  difpatchesj^  I  warrant  you. 

Emuls.  Inipertinent  hireling !  I  cou*d — but 
iny  intereft  diftates  filence.  {afide)  You  fee 
clearly,  Mrs.  Cadgur,  that  the  more  medicine 
impofcd  fwells  my  bill,  and  better  enables 
me  to  mak;e  you  fuitable  returns. 

Cadgut.  Very  true —  (hll  rings)  The  devil 

J:ake  the  bell,  pardon  me  for  fwearing— But 

S  4  '     one 
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one  of  a  delicate  difpofition  woifd  not  impofe 
upon  a  good  patient,  by  charging  more  medi- 
cine than  (he  has  need  of  neither,  for  one's  ho- 
nour's fake. 

Emuls.  True,  but  the  more  is  charged— 
you  underftand  me.  Pray  whit  did  your  mif- 
trcfs  eat  for  her  fupper  ? 

Cadgut.  Why,  let  me  fee,  let  me  recoUcft 
—a  broird  fowl  with  mufliroom  fauce'^ihe  began 
with,  and  concluded  with  a  black-pudding. 

Emuls.  a  black  pudding! — Foul,  foul 
feeding  ! 

Cadgut.  No,  'twas  not  a  Fowl,  'twas  but 
a  Chicken,  (bell  rings  violently)  There*s  my 
lady's  bell  again;  ihe's  all  impatience;  your 
fervant.  (Exit.) 

Emuls,  She  wou'd  be  more  impatient,  did 
flie  but  now  the  remedy  I  have  in  (lore  for  her. 
Well,  if  I  can  get  Cadgut  in  fee,  flie'U  certainly 
not  impeach  me;  her  countenance  will  be  a 
cloak  to  my  defign,  and  fwell  the  bill  fifty 
pounds  more,  annually;  an  objeft  well  worth 
an  experiment.  Let  me  fee.  {looking  at  bis 
^atch)  This  is  about  the  time  I  may  expdfl: 
Swindal ;  he's  a  cunning  fcbundrel,  but  I'll  try 
if  I  can  over-reach  him.  He  fhall  give  me  a 
bond  for  Half  Mifs  Phoebe's  fortune,  previous  to 
her  marriage,  or  he  fhall  have  no  wife  there.— 
That  fecured,  I  fliall  drop  my  fcheme  with 

Cadgut^ 
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Cadgut^  undoff  the  Apothecary,  and  put  on  the 
Phyficianj  a  Scotch  diploma  for  that!  I  have 
juft  as  much  pretence  to  the  one,  as  I  have  to 
the  other,  and  that  is  none  at  all. — But  nomat^ 
ter  for  that,  I  give  my  patients  fatisfaftion,  fiU. 

my  pockets,  and {looking  off)  Ahah  !  Whai^ 

my  friend  Swindal,  my  dear  bfother-in-law, 
{Swihdal  enters)  what  in  the  name  of  phylic 
brought  you  hither  ? 

SwiND.  My  impatience,  ha!  ha!  Fm  de- 
vililhly  in  love,  1  affure  you,  tho*  I  never  faw 
the  dying  lady  you  intend  me  for  a  wife.  I 
caird  at  your  houfe,  and  not  finding  you  at  home, 
concluded  you  was  with  my  dear  Mifs  Phoebe, 
pulhing  on  the  bufinefs,  ha !  ha  ! 

Emuls.  Right,  very  right,  friend,  I  was, 
'tis  true,  as  you  entered,  revolving  the  cafe  in 
my  mind : — But  the  good  lady  is  not  vifiblc 
yet ;  but  no  matter,  we'll  filter  it  a  little,  pre- 
paratively  to  an  audience. 

SwiND.  You  lay  me  under  the  greatefl; 
obligation. — Ha  !  ha  !  I  can't  help  laughing^ 
ha !  ha !  *pon  my  foul. 

Emuls,  Not  in  the  leaft;  where  the  objeAs 
aim'd  at  may  produce  us  a  mutual  advantage, 
there  can  be  no  obligation  on  either  fide,  Mr« 
Swindal. 

SwiND.     Juft,  juft,  very  juft,  ha!  ha!  But, 

my 
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uwf  dear  brother-^in-law^  4q  you  really  think  m 
joiix  koiieil  opinion  ? 

Emulb.  Hoaeft  opinion  !  I3 1  h^ve  jpo  other. 
Sir  i  I  never  deviate  from  priacrple. 
-    Swnro.    p  I  damn  your  principk  I  {^fide) 
I  meani  do  joxl  now  think  finccrely  ? 

Emtjl^.    Sincerely,  Sir!  I  ntvtx  afted  other- 
.wife^  ftnce  I  have  had  the  honour  of  knowing 
t6e   difference    between    a  purgative    and  an 
emetic  $  or  a  %>atula  and  a  probe^ 

SwiND,  Hah!  he's  piqued — ^I 11  give  way 
€o  his  humour,  {ajide)  Ha  !  ha  !  nay  dear  fellow, 
you  mifapprehend  me  ^  ha !  ha !  now  be  candid« 

Emuls*  Candid,  Mr.  Swindal !  Not  that  I 
fay  it,  there's  not  a  ^gentleman  in  all  the  faculty, 
that  a6ts  with  more  caadour,  than  Doftor 
Emullion.  (ftruts  about.) 

SwiND.  Candour,  O  Lord  !  (jitfide)  I  nev^r 
doubted  your  integrity,  -no  iipon  my  honour, 
ha  !  ha  !  Now,  Mn — Do&or  Emul&on,  you 
have  great  influence  over  Mifs  Phoebe;  will 
you  now,  my  dear  broihcr-in-lafw*  favpurnrjc 
with  your  intereft  ? 

Emuls.  -My  intereft  !  What.thc  devij  is  the 
ifllow.ai:  ?  Why  not  cora.e  to>the  point-?  (jifide.} 

SwxNJDi.  My  dear  brother,  wiU  you  now 
give  it  in  my  favour  ? 

Emu^s;    <5ive  it !— give  it,  Mn  Swindal ! 

SwiND, 
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.    Ettuti^. )  N^^3  h^ver,  hevcp— What!  pvc 

SwiND.  I  muft  quiet  his  doubts,  by  a  pre^ 
tnHie  ,ef  hftlf  hfi*  fortune*  0r  I  am  gammooed, 
(qfiJe)  I  mean,  if  I  fuccced  ^th  Mifs  Phoebe^ 
jba !  }m  i  why,  I'U  ibaJbe  you  fome  a)ne«i& 
.  CauDOUT*  What  can  diey  be^atf  (afiJe.}  . 
Emuls.  Now 'tis  out.  (^^^)Soltteattielidfe! 
J^  i/doft'tidctaiy  <5ompreheiid— .you  arfe^nyftc- 
rious,  Mr,  Swindal. 

Swaiw>.  To  be  marc  expUcit-^f  you, 
Sk,  i*^iH'  fecureiBC  Mifs  Phoebe  for  a  wife ;  i»hy, 
you  fhatt  I'ecdvie  one  half,  I  fl^U  teconve  maf^- 
car  "df,  lapon  the  marriage. 

Cadgut.  Here's  a  plot !  O  I  the  tricking 
VSttiittisT  {qfiklf) 

.  .  £m7£s.    Good  i  good  !  (if/ide)  Receive  the 
one  half  upon  the  marriage,  y<o^  &y.  ^Jmihs.) 

SK^mo.  Tte  olft^^hiilf,  ^poh  nyy  hottdur, 
ha!  ha  I 

-5^<Tt6.     {ewfjifyei)    My  de*   Swindal,  I 
^^?dW|«^hend  ybucperfeaiy  i  half  the  fiiyftery  is 
beared  ujp^  laft;  ha !  h^  1  lia  ! 
^WiND.  I  am  glad  on't  {Jhake  bands)  fakh  5 1, 

I  began 
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love.— But  now  we  underftand  one  anpther. 

£muls«  Perfectly}  perfe^SUy.  (^iplh  laugb, 
andjbake  bands)  I  have  glanced  at  the  fubjed 
to  her^  and  ihe  does  iiot  abfolutely  reject; 
favourable  fymptoms.^-^r  think  I  fhall  bring 
heron*  ^ 

.    Cadovt.   (afide)  You  ihall  poifbn  me^  if  I 
don't  bring  her  ofF.agahi. 

EMUI.S..  {continues)  I  fhall  bring  her  to  it ;  a 
potion  or  two  of  my  falutary  preparations  will 
bring  he?  to  bear,  ha  !  ha !   /  . 

Cadgut.  (/ifide)  To  hear  !  What  a  woman 
of  fixty  ! 

SvriND,  Bravo  i  Dodloi!;  you'lLadminifter 
to  her  co^ftilution,  ha !  ha  !  ha  !  and  we'll  ad* 
mioifler  the  goldea  drops  m  our  pockets. . 

Emuls.  The  very,  end  of  all  prefoription^ 
ha !  ha ! 

SwiND.  A  good  end  too;  but>  DoEtor,  did 
you  give  her  to  underftand  the  objedt  you 
meant  to  recommend  i 

Emuls.    No>  I  have  not  proceeded. fo  far. 

SwiND,     The  devil  you  have  not !  ; 

Emxtls*  Don't  be  alarmed  ;  fhe's.  obligated 
to  follow  .  my  prefcriptionSj  or  \I*11  declare 
war  againft  her  life-^lhe's  in  grea;,  fear  of 
dying.      ^      - 

Cadgut* 
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Cadgut*  (afide)  Fm  in  greater  fear  of 
your  killing  her.  (Exit.) 

Enter  Servant. 

S^^v.  Mr.  Emul{ion>  I,  I  alk  your  pardon, 
I  mean  to  fay^  Doftor,  my  Lady  wiihc^s  to  fee 
you. 

Emuls.  I'll  attend  her  immediately.  {Exit 
Servant)  Now,  Mr.  Swindal,  you  muft  mind> 
when  you  have  an  audience  of  our  faiir  yielding 
friend — ^you  9omprchend  the  phrafe — yielding^ 
ha !  ha  !  found  your  lungs,  and  frequently 
hem,  hem;  (going)  for  a  good  conftitution,  let 
me  tell  you,  is  a  forcible  recommendation.— 
You'll  withdraw,  and  be  ready  armed,  'till 
you  receive  my  fignal  for  the  attack. 

SwiND.  rU  obey  with  pleafure,  and  Ihall 
be  impatient  till  the  herald  arrives;  when  I 
fliall  lay  fiege  to  the  mighty,  ha !  ha !  moulder- 
ing fort,     {going.) 

Emuls.  Hark  ye,  don't  forget  to  beat  the 
alarm  with  your  lungs,  hem,  hem,  and  the 
fort  furrenders. 

SwiND*  Never  fear  mc^ hem,  hem,  ha!  ha! 

Emuls.-  l^hsx  m\V  Afbi   {both  laugh) 

(Exeunt.) 
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Rkclitse.  He'll  drive  me  befide  nfiy'felf — I 
fiiall  run  diftrafted — I'll  have  my  revenge-^I*H 
cut  him  off  with  a  fliilling  j  yes  I  will.  O  !  the 
prgdigal  1  tjie  prodigal !  Let  me  fee,  Til  read  it 
'tver  ^gain,  hem..  **  It  was  ftrongfy  reported  on 
**  Monday  Jaft,  and  generally  believed^  that 
•*  Frank  Reclufe  loft  at  hazard  to  my  Lord  Shar- 
«*  per,  thirty  thoufand  ppunds  !"  The  devil  fharp 
th^m  J  But  rij  take  care,  that  I  am  not  found 
Iharp  enough  to  pay  it-^not  an  acre  fliall  be 
facriftced,  I  ami  determined,  ,  Handy,  here! 
Han^y !  Handy,  I  fay  ! 

Enter  Handy, 

H^NDv.  What's  th^  matter  ?  I  k^x  Iq«ic- 
tfing's  an\iis.by  yaur  he^t  and  ta&srtiQii.  /  I  haye 
told  you  over  and  over  again,  and  (hall  continue 
to  tell  you,  that  yau'll  coiiimit  fi^icidje,  be 
found  giiUty  by  ^weJ^jB  jwr^rs  of  felf-flftiJi^er,  ^ 
if  y<m  put  yourfelf  in  fuch  humours,  pets,  and 
pafllons. 

Recluse. 
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ftE-cLus^Ew     1  can't  help  myfelf,   Handf. 

Handy.  1  know  it,  and  what  of  that?-^ 
Don*t  I  hdp  y^ia  every  day,  boiir,  aod  minute^ 
— Have  you  not  my  help  in  politics,  diviaity, 
and  natural  philofophy  ?  Both  foul  and  body 
profit  by  my  help.  Am  I  not  your  Secretary, 
Steward  ? — ^^cut,  carve  and  contriv-e  for  you— - 
<lafs  -the  infers,  and  animals,  ftuff  the  inris, 
^ry  the  Bies,  difllef):  the  bodies,  and  put  the 
Ik^letons  in  motion :  you  have  the  beft  piaoe 
4^  the  two ;  and  for  all  that,  you  ane  not 
content*  And  fince  your  blood-veflbl  gave 
way,  I  fhall  have  an  additional  employment:^ 
I  fear. 

RECLtcsB,     What  employment  ? 

HiiNDv.  To  keep  the  undertakers  fromi 
fadting  paffelSion  xrf  your  body,  when  they  fhall 
have  fcesit  of  your  accident ;  they^U  conclude 
you  dead ;  «nd  peep,  liften,  and  hunt  after  the 
job,  as  c  courtiers  do  after  vacancies,  whiqh 
they  feel  ambitious  to  fill  up  for  the  good 
of  their  country. 

Recluse.  What  die  devil  has  that  to  do 
with  wiiat  perplexes  me < now? — Theywou*d 
not  bury  me  alive. 

Haki>y.     Certainly,  if  I  don't  keep  a  goqd 

look  out.^— Undertakers  have  flopped  many- a 

wind-pipe  with  the  knuckle  and  grafp,   that 

;   2  otherwife 
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otherwife  might  have  blown  the  bellows  years 
longer;  and  then  thefe  nimble  finger'd  tribe 
pop  you  in,  fcrew  you  up,  and  whilk  you  off  in  a 
twinkling. 

Recluse^  That's  very  civil  of  them. — ^Is 
that  a  common  praftice  ? 

Handy.  :  No  doubt,  all  fair  game  5  'tis  a 
privilege  which  undertakers  naturally  claim; 
when  the  phyfical  folks  have  three  fourths 
:  done  over  their  patient's  bufincfs,  they  come 
in  for  the  remaining  fradlion,  and  conclude  the 
:  farce  with  a  very  profitable  epilogue,  byway 
t)f  finis. 

Recluse.  I,  I  think  the  farce  a  little  tragi- 
cal tho'  i  however,  they  are  not  likely  to  profit 
by  my  finis  yet. — ^But,  here,  look  here,  {faint- 
ing to  the  newfpaper)  Handy,  read,  underftand, 
and  give  me  thy  opinion ;  thirty  thoufand  pounds 
more  has  taken  flight  from  my  fon ;  there  it  is, 
there  it  is,  terrible  doings !  (gives  him  the  paper.) 

Handv.  (reads  to  himfelf)  "It  was  ftrongly 
**  reported  on  Monday  laft,  tod  generally  be- 
«  lieved,  that  Frank  Reclufe  loft  at  hazard  thirty 
«« thoufand  pounds,  to  my  Lord  Sharper.**  I 
don't  believe  a  word  of  it :  it  has  been  fabri- 
cated by  a  rafcal,  to  anfwer  fome  private  end; 
to  blaft  the  young  man's  cliarafter  and  reputa- 
tion,- and  to  enhance  his  own  virtue  and  confc- 

qucnce  5 
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quepcei  if  the  truth  w^s  ]^no^yn^  'twas  Mf,. 
Swindal,  whom  you  intend  for  your  heir. — ^He's 
a  tricking  fellow^  and  w^nts  to  kill  two  birdf 
witl^  one  ftone. 

RfiCLusB,    Why  do  you  think  fo  ? 

.Handy.  Firft,  he  nicans  to  fccure  y«a|: 
friendfliip :  and  fccondly,  to  ruiii  him  in  thp 
opinion  of  Mifs  Byron,  who  is  an  avowed  eneipy 
tp  gamblers.— Mr.  Swindal's  addreffes  being 
rejeded  by  her^  ^nd  your  fon's  being  encou- 
raged.—This  partiality  for  him,  I  fuppofe,  ha? 
wounded  Mr.  Swindal's  pride,  and,  ^t  all  events^ 
}ie  is  determined  to  ruin  him  in  her  opinioi^, 
ftnd  yours,  by  propagating  this  yillainous  re,- 
port. 

Recluse.  There  fure  cannot  in  nature  exift 
fo  much  wickednefs. 

Handy.  Wickednefs!  'tis  modern  virtue^ 
(jqfting  bis  eye  over  the  paper ^  and  looking  at  bim 
eamejily)  Why,  fee  here.  Sir,  you  arc  dead ! 

I^ECLUSE.  (Jiarts)  I  dead! — Why  thou  art 
mad ! — Dead  1  when  I  fpeak  I — ^walk  about ! 

Handy,  That's  no  proof  at  all  againft  print ; 
you  are  dead,  I  ^ffurc  you. 

Recluse.  Thou  doft  not  laugh  at  me:  I 
tell  thee  I'm  not  dead,  but  alive  and  merry* 
(dances.) 

Handy.  You  are  dead  indeed.  Sir;  you  have 
T  be«n 
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been  dead  thcfc  five  days,  and  to  convince  you 
that  I  am  right,  I'll  produce  my  evidence,  {reads 
the  paper)  "  A  few  days  ago,  died  at  Bath, 
"  Peter  Reclufc,  Efq.  who  burft  a  blood  vef- 
"  fcl  in  the  morning,  and  expired  before  night, 
'*  This  gentleman  has  for  twenty  years  fc- 
*'  eluded  himfelf  from  the  world,  and  dedicated 
*'  his  time  to  the  rigid  purfuits  of  a  naturalift. 
*'  He  has  been  known  to  give  fifty  pounds  for 
«^  a  butter-fly  j  a  hundred  for  a  bird;  yet  was 
*^  never  found  guilty  of  giving  away  fix-pence 
^*  to  break  a  poor  man's  faft.  He  has  difin- 
*'  herited  his  fon,  and  adopted  a  Mr.  Swindal 
*'  to  be  his  heir.*' — Now,  Sir,  you  fee,  that  you 
are  dead  in  cuftom,  tho'  alive  in  law. 

Recluse.  That  alters  the  cafe,  but  as  long 
as  I'm  not  dead  in  law,  'tis  all  mighty  well. — 
Who  can  the  vile  propagator  be  ? 

Handy.  Some  of  Mr.  Swindal's  compan- 
ions by  way  of  a  joke,  to  impofe  on  his 
credulity.  We  (hall  have  him  here  to  take 
poficflion  of  your  efi^efts :  and  the  undertakers, 
to  fecure  your  conveyance  hence,  {looking  off) 
So,  fo,  here  they  coiric,  by  the  b.uftle  and  hurry  j 
no,  Tm  wrong,  'tis  En^ulfion,  the  quack,  one 
of  the  grcateft  impoftors  in  the  kingdom.    . 

Enter 
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Enter  Emx^lsion   out  of  breath, 

Emcjls.  Sir!  Sir!  I  afk  pardon^  the  wind 
has  for  a  moment  prevented  my  articulation  ; 
but  pofitivo,  pofitivas,  I  pronounce  you  are 
not  dead,  as  I  expedtcd  from  the  report  of  your 
lifter  Phoebe. 

Recluse.  No,  pofitivo,  pofitivas,  Tm  not 
dead  in  law,  as  you  expe£ted« 

Emuls.  True,  but  it. is  ncccffary  that  I 
pulfify  you  a  little ;  and  in  whatever  ftate  I  find 
the  pulfification— why  I  (hall  furnifh  youaccord- 
ingly,  .with  my  falubrious  and  moft  infallible 
preparations,  of  which  I  fhall  fend  a  quantita* 
turn  fufficientum,  which  you  muft:  not  fail  of 
taking  agreeable  to  my  dircdlions,  and  fuch  my 
direftions  will  be  given  accordingly. — Hah !  I 
had  like  to  forget  to  pulfify,  (feels  the  pulfe)  but 
I  can  read  the  nature  of  your  complaint,  in  the 
features  of  the  countenance  5  an4  the  neceffita- 
turn  you  labour  under  for  my  fuperior  (kill  and 
afiiftance;  which  it  is  obvious,  obviam,  youftand 
in  great  need  of: — hcm^  your  pulfe  is  full,  full, 
yes,  *tis  very  full,  irregular,  bad,  bad,  very  badj 
alarming  fymptoms  thefe  !  There  again,  there, 
there ;  well,  Sii^  you  muft  undergo  a  thorough 
T  a  icou- 
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fcourification  for  one  month ;  then  we  (hall 
proceed  to  bleedings  bllftering^  and  vomifica- 
tions,  &c. — ^And  I  expedl  in  the  courfe  of  eight 
or  ten  months  to  give  yoo  ibme  hopes.— -I  Ihall 
^0  immediattly  and  give  my  orders,  that  my  (hop 
boys  make  up  for  you,  a  few  dozen  draughts, 
powders,  boltifeS,  &c.  to  begin  with,  and  you'll 
go^  on.— ^You'll  obferve  regularity.— Any  corh- 
mands  to  your  fitter  Phcsebe  ? 

Handy.  Shop  boys,  I  believe,  too  often 
from  their  ignorance  of  prefcriptioris,  as  well 
as  drugs,  make  up  emeticks  for  purgatives. 
'  Recluse.  Ko  other  commands,  than  that 
yoti  may  depend  on*t,  whatever  you  fend  me, 
for  the  fake  of  difpatch,  I  (hall  command  to  be 
thrown  out  of  the  window. 

Emuls.     Out  of  the  window  !   murder  ! 

Recluse.  Out  of  the  window,  and  you  Ihall 
go  o\it  of  the  door,  tmleft  you  prefer  the  win- 
dow; take  your  choice,  latin-coiner,  for  out 
you  fliall  go- 

EMiifLs.  What !  Sir  \  pay  fo  little  re^ft  to 
thfc  fa<:ulty  !  There  never  was  fuch  an  indignity 
©ffei^d  to  a  gentleman  of  the  pofeffion!- — I 
have.  Sir,  disgraced  myfelf  by  entering  your 
prcmifes. 

-    RECitJSE.    No  impertinence,  Mr.  Ouack. 

Emuls. 
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Emuls«    a  Q^ack ! 

Rsci.us£.  A  Quack>  Sir.  Leave  the  houfc 
peaceably,  and  get  into  your  carriage,  crefted 
vrith  a  drake,  which  denotes  your  profeflion ; 
otherwifc,  you  fliall  be  popped  outof  the  window, 
and  make  a  fhort  exit. 

Emuls.  Sir !  Sir  1  Sir  !  (going)  Zounds ! 
I  muft  alter  my  creft,  and  make  the  drake  an 
owl.  (aJUe — Exit.) 

Recluse.  Impertinent  ignoramus  ! — He  has 
pretty  near  difpatched  my  foolifh  filler;  and 
now  he  wants  to  praftife  upon  me.  Hey-day  ! 
I  hear  a  noife !  What  can  it  be  ?  (noi/e  within) 

Handy.  The  undertakers.  I  told  you  how 
it  wou'd  be.— The  difmal  crew  have  had  fcent 
.of  your  death;  here  they  are  :  with  your  leave. 
Sir,  rU  put  a  joke  upon  them. 

Recluse.^  With. all  my  heajrt;  any  thing  to 
punifh  them :  I  abominate  their  profeflion. 

Handy.     Pleafe  to  withdraw  to  that  chair, 

and  you'll  hear  the  cpnverfation. 

Recluse.  I  will,  I  will ;  faith,  I  (hall  en- 
joy it. 

Handy.  No,  I  think  we  had  better  with- 
draw into  another  apartment,  and  place  yourfelf 
in  an  angle  of  the  room. — ^You'll  reft  quiet^ 
to  prevent  fufpicion,  and  I  (hall  be  a  match  for 
them. 

T  3  Recluse. 
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Recluse.  Do,  do,  do;  I  leave  it  all  to  thy 
management ;  'twill  be  joke  upon  joke — I'm 
impatient  to  wimefs  their  difappointment-^ 
faith  I  fhall  enjoy  it,  ha !   ha  !  ha ! 


End  of  the  First  Act^ 
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AC       T  11. 

SCENE      I. 

A  Chamber.     RECt.usE  and  Handy.    ' 

Handy. 

NOW  to  bufmefs.  Sir.     So,  fo,  here  they 
come,  take  your  feat.   {Reclufe  running 
to  the  chair.) 

Enter. undertakers y  Grimly,  Coffin,  i7»iFiK is^ 
with  three  carpenters^  each  a  plank  on  his 
fioulder:  all /peaking  and  Jlruggling  for  the  firft 
hearing. 

Coffin.    I  was  firft  m  the  houfe; 

Finis.     You  was  not.  Sir. 

Grimly..  Right,  right,  I  firft  got  pofleflion. 
Mr.  Handy,  hear  me  firft. — Pm  a  m^n  of  feel- 
ing, and  ftrift  honour. 

Ha NDY.     What  the  devij  do  you  want,  gen* 

demei)  ?      ' 

T  4  All 
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All  an/wering.     The  body !  the  body  ! 
Handy.    Why  in  this  hoftile  manner?  Pray 
fpcak  one  at  a  time. — What  body  arc  you  in 
purfuit  of?  * 

All  an/wering.  Your  maftcr  I  your  mafter! 
that  lies  dead ! 

Recluse.  .  It  gives  mt  pldafore^  'tis  in  my 
power  to  contradift  you.  (ajide.) 

Handy.  Then  I  fuppofe  by  your  fceking 
the  dead,  that  you  are,  by  profeffion,  under- 
takers. 

All  an/wering.     Yes,  Sir. 
.    GoFFiN.     I  was  regular4y  brought  up  ta  the 
bufinels  5  the  others,  there,  are  intruders,  tattc 
bunglers  in  it. 

The  Others  an/wer.  You  lie,  rafcal,  you 
lie.  (jbey  joftle  him.) 

Handy,  {interferes)  Pray,  gentlemen,  dcfift, 
be  cool,  and  Til  examine  a  little  into  the  truth 
of  yoirr  firft  entrance. 

All.     Sir!  Sir! 

Handy.  Will  you  favour  me  with  your 
names,  gentlemen  ?  {all  pronounce  tbeir\  names 
tpgeiber)  Gentlemen,  fpeak  one  at  a  time,  dif- 
t^nftly  and  methodically ; — Yours,  Sir  ? 

Coffin.  .  My  name.  Sir,  is  Coffin. 

Finis.     And  mine's  Finis., 

Grimly.     And  mine's  Grimly. 

Handy, 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


ik      CO  M  £  DY*  aSt 

Handv*  Very  good  n^wiafis  indeed,  and 
charafteriftick.— I  fhall  now  proceed  to  your 
examination-^Coffin,  Finis,  and  Grimly.  Fly* 
catcher,  I  fay.  Flycatcher. 

Enter  T?LYCArcntK» 

FkYCATC.    Sir,  did  you  call  I  ? 

Handy.  Yes,  I  called  I. — Pray. now,  which 
of  thefe  modeft,  goodlooking  gentleaien  came 
firft  to  the  houfe  ? 

Flygatc.  The  virft  of  um  were  ill-fa^ 
VQured ;  but  for  the  matter  of  that,  they  all 
hfiye  a  zumthing  deadly  about  the  muzzle, 
(booking  at  them)  I,  I  thinks  that's  he.  (j>ciminj^ 
to  Fims^) 

Finis.  Thou  art  right,  right,  right,  my  lad  i 
the  job  is  nwne,  the  job  is  mine —  {dancing  with 
joy)  Not  fo  ill-favoured  neither,  {afide.) 

Gj^iUly  arid  Coffin.      He's  wrong,   he's 
wrong. 
.    Finis.  He's  right,  he's  right.  (Jh^  get  noijy.') 

Handy.  Hold !  hold  !  gentlemen  s  Til  abide 
by  what  he  fays  -,  {pointing  to  Flycatcher)  and 
the  perfon  he  determines  upon,  fhall  have  the 
firft  hearing.  Now,  gentlemen,  you'll  ftretch 
yourfelves  out,  and  be  properly  arranged,  that 
we  may  proceed  methodically  to  the  exami* 

'  nation. 
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nation.  {Handy  arranges  fbem)ComCy  Flycatcher, 
examine  thcfc  good  looking  gentlcnnenj  be 
careful  in  thy  lentence — *tis  a  job  of  great 
confcqucnce. 

Fly  CATC.  I  wool,  Zir.  (examines  them  very 
carefully  twice^  over-r^looking  on  Finis)  No,  you 
beam  he. 

Finis,  {wbijpers  him)  Yes,  yes,  here,  here, 
take  this,  (aftde — gives  bim  money y  and  he  turns 
to  the  audience.) 

Flycatc.  Vive  (hilling !  (afide)  Yes,  you  be 
he,  I  thinks ;  but  I  can't  be  zure  poGt.  (proceeds 
to  Grimly)  No,  you  beant  he,  howfomeverj 
Vor  you  was  in  zuch  a  hurry,  that  you  a  mcSt 
runn'd  over  me  when  I  opened  the  dooK  (Grimly 
going  to  Jpeak,  but  his  di/appointment  binders  ut^ 
terance  i  he  wipes  bis  eyes  repeatedly.  Flycatcher 
proceeds  to  Coffiny  who  winks  Jignificantly)  No, 
no —  (gives  him  money  y  and  turns  bis  face  to  the 
audience)  Den  and  zix  pence !  (afide)  You  w^s 
;he  virft  man,  TU  take  my  david  path. 

Finis,  (difappointed)  What,  Sir  !  did  I  not 
give  ? 

Fly  CATC,  He  gave  me  dwicc  the  zum 
zince'. 

Grimly.  What  an  afs  I  have  been  !  One 
guinea  wpu*d  have  fecurcd  a  vcrdift  in  my  fa*- 
yoyr.  (afide.) 

HANor* 
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Handy,  (/o  Grimly  and  Finis)  You  fee, 
gentlemen,  that  you  arc  found  guilty  of  being 
too  late ;  you'll  therefore  retreat,  and  to-mor- 
row you'll  have  your  final  anfwer. 

Grimly,  (infinuating  to  Handy "■'^Jide)  Will 
you.  Sir,  do  me  the  favour  to  dine  with  me  to- 
day j  I'll  give  you  an  excellent  dinner;  and 
Claret !  not  that  I  fay  it,  there  is  not  a  man  at 
Bath  can  produce  fuch  a  famplc. 

Handy.  I  love  good  eating  and  drinking. 
— rU  come  and  fee  a  few  bottles  uncork'd — 
but  not  to  day. 

Grimly,  (/miles)  Egad,  the  job  is  mine. 
\afide.) 

Fij^is.  (to  Handy-^ajide — bowing)  I  am  tEc 
fon  of  an  Alderman  of  this  corporation ;  and 
I  married  the  daughter  of  an  Alderman  :  and 
we  branches  of  the  corporation  are  free  of  the 
•Theatre.  Are  you  fond  of  plays?  FU  frank 
you  i  Y\\  transfer  my  right  to  you  at  any  time, 
and  at  all  times.  I  know  'tis  in  your  power 
•  to  fecure  me  the  job — ^plcafe  to  accept  this  ten 
pouild  note — mum, 

Handy.  Ten  pounds  !  mum  i  yes,  yes,  I'll 
be  mum.  Well,  Mr.  Coffin,  to  bufinefs.-— 
'  Mr.  Finis,  and  Mr.  Grimly,  take  yourfeivcs 
\^way,  be  quick!  move  off !  my  time  is  pre- 
cious. 
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cious.   (Finis  and  Grimfy  retreat  Jlcwly^  making 

Jignificant  faces  at  Handy. Exeunt.)  I  fancy 

the  bufineis  of  an  undertaker  niuft  be  very 
profitable,  (a  violent  knocking  at  the  door) 
You  muft  withdraw,  Sir^  a  gentkman  is  at 
the  door,  (knocking  again)  Pray  Icsive  the 
room,  and  when  lie  is  gone,  we'll  renew  the 
bufinefs. 

Coffin.  5ir,  Sir,  {going)  111  be  on  tie 
watch,  (knocking  again)  till  hc*s  decamped  j 
when  I  Ihall  return. 

Handy.  Well,  well,  (pujbes  bim  wt-^Exit 
Coffin)  Hey,  who  can  this  be  ? 

Enter  Posthaste  in  Boots,  covered  with  dirt. 

Handy.    Pray  who,  and  what  are  you  ? 

PosTH.  And  pray,  who  the  devil^  and  what 
arc  you  ?  My  name  is  Pofthafte* 

Handy.  By  your  appearance,  I  think 
you've  been  rather  in  a  hurry,  and  making  (b 
familiar  whii  the  knocker.  And  pray,  Mr, 
Pofthafte,  what  may  be  your  bufinefs  i 

PosTH.     To  uke  poffeflion. 

Handy.  Another  undertaker !— the  devil 
is  in  the  people,  {afide)  There's  nothing  here, 
that  you  have  a  right  to  poffcfs. 

PosTH.     Yes,  Sir,  there  is  5  and  I,  arid  my 

matter 
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mafter  will  poflefs  all  that's  here,  and  turn  you, 
rafcal,  out  of  doors. 

Handy,  That's  very  civil  of  you.— -If  not 
too  impertinent,  Mr.  Pofthafte,  what  may  be 
your  mailer's  name  ? 

PosTH.  Mr.  Swindal,  fole  heir  to  old  Reclufe, 
and  to  all  he  poflefled. 

Handy.  Til  not  undeceive  him.  {ajide") 
I  believe  Sir,  he  may.— If  not  too  intruding,  is 
Mr.  Swindal  in  town  ? 

PosTH.     He's  taking  his  lunch  at  the  York- 

Houfe,     Mr. what  the  devil  do  you  call 

yourfelf? 

Handy.  Handy  is  my  name.  Sirs  very 
much  at  your  honour's  fervlce. 

PosTH.  Honour! — We  London  fervants 
-command  fo  much  rcfpedt  by  our  fuperior 
knowledge,  that  the  common  fort  tremble 
before  us  (aftde.) 

Handy.  Did  you  fajr,  that  your  worthy 
mafter  was  in  town  ? 

PosTH.  Curfe  the  fellow  j — I  told  you  fo  ; 
and  will  be  here  to  take  pofTeflion,  when  he  has 
refreihed  himfelf  a  little. 

Handy.  I  hope.  Sir  you^ll  pardon  my  ig- 
norance, for  being  fo  troublefome, 

PosTH.   This  poor  ignorant  fellow  is  fright- 
ened 
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cnedatme;  but  Til  fupport  my  tonfequencc; 
(afiJe)  I  impute  your  ignorance.  Sir,  to  the 
want  of  travelling,  knowing  tlie  world,  and  rid- 
ing poft. 

Handy.  Very  true,  indeed.  Have  you, 
Mr.  Pofliiafte,  heard  or  fcen  any  thing  of 
Mafter  Frank  Reclufe,  in  your  intelligent  poft 
travels  ? 

PosTH.  Not  amifs ;  the  fellow  has  fbme- 
thing  of  a  meanings  but  rather  aukward^in  his 
addrefs,  {aJJe)  I  and  my  mafter  paffed  him  on 
the  road,  in  company  with  Mifs  Byron  ;  making 
the  beft  of  their  way  here,  to  drink  the  waters. 
I  don't  fuppofe  he  is  made  acquainted  with 
his  father's  death,  or  his  difinheritance ;  but 
the  poor  devil  will  hear  it  foon  enough,  ha ! 
ha!  ha! 

Handy.  Confcquential  monkey !  Til  nouriih 
his  importance,  however,  and  turn  It  to  my  own 
advantage,  (afide)  Poor  young  man,  Tni  forry 
for  his  difappointment ;  then  'twill  be  made  up 
to  him  in  a  wife— Ihe's  a  good  girl. 

PosTH.  That's  blown  over,  if  thou  mcan'ft 
Mifs  Byron. 

Handy.  1  do  indeed.  Sir,  and  pleafe  you, 
Mr.  Pofthafte. 

PosTH.      Silly  fellow!  his  hopes  there  are 

blafted,  fince  he  loft  that  vaft  fum  to  my  Lord 

4  Sharper 
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Sharper— the  lady  will  not  hear  him  on  the 
fiibje6t-^he  is  now  no  more  than  a  common  ac- 
quaintance :  and  I  fancy  that  my  maftcr  will 
be  the  man  of  her  choice,  {looking  at  his  watch) 
Here,  you  Sir,  take  care,  and  be  in  the  way ; 
itiafter  will  foon  be  here,  to  whom  you  muft 
give  up  your  charge. 

Handy.  Moft  certainly,  and  pleafe  your 
honour's  Poftlhipi  I  fhall  obey  your  orders, 
and  be  well  prepared  for  his  reception,  (going) 
It  rains,  fhall  I  call  a  chair  for  your  worfliip  ? 
You  may  take  cold,  contract  a  fever,  and  endan- 
ger your  life, 

PosTH.  No,  no,  I,  I  think  FU  walk  itj  the 
diftance  is  but  Ihort.  The  fellow  is  civil,  and 
can  diftinguilh  my  fuperiority.  {a/ide)  Well, 
Sir,  if  you  behave  with  fubmiflion  ;  I  have  in- 
fluence with  my  matter,  and  I'll  fecure  you  a 
fubordinate  fituation  her^.—F  think  you  may 
wait  at  my  table,  in  the  Steward's  room  : — I 
intend  to  have  a  fecond  table  for  the  fake  of 
reparation.  Tho'  I've  been  but  two  days  out 
of  livery,  this  fortune  will  allow  me  the  ne- 
ceflary  indulgence.  (afide.J 

Handy.  Thank  your  honour's  Stewardfhip. 
(£x/V  Pofthajie)  O  puppy !  puppy  !  prince  of 
pompofity  !  if  the  matter  is  as  fine  a  gentleman 
as  his  fervant,  I  think  them  a  hopeful  pain- 

Well, 
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Well,  I  ihall  fet  my  wiu  to  woj4c---«r^m  this 
Swindal  in  the  opinion  of  my  m^er ;  and  f^« 
cure  to  his  fon^  his  juft  and  lawful  right* 

{Handy  geing,  meets  Coffin  in  a  hurry.) 

Coffin.  I  perceive  he  is  gone,  Mr.  Handy 
—I  am  a  man  of  no  ceremony,  you  feej  fo  re- 
turned, when  I  faw  the  coaft  clear.-—.!  am  fel- 
dom  found  guilty  of  being  too  late. 

Handy.  So  I  fcei—And  as  I  faid  before, 
I  fancy  the  bufinefs  of  an  undertaker  muft  be 
very  profitable,  to  allow  Mr.  Finis  to  give  me 
ten  pounds  by  way  of  prefent. 

Coffin.  Confound  the  fellow !— rten  pounds! 
(afide)  He  can  very  ill  afford  fuch  a  premium :; 
he's  J)ut  a  novice  in  the  branch.  But  a  man  of 
iny  eftabliftiment  and  reputation  muft  not  be 
outdone  by  a  broken-down  bungler  neither.— 
There,  Sir,  a  fifteen  pound  note,  (giving  tb^ 
note.) 

Handv.  Sir,  thijs  convinces  me  th^t  you 
are  a  gentleman;  and  you  may  reft  affured, 
when  the  breath  pops  out  of  the  body — mean- 
while this  money  fhall  turoi  to  a  better  account 
in  my  hands  than  yours,  Mafter  Coffin. 

Coffin,  (alarmed)  What,  5ir!  when  dhp 
breath  pops  out  of  the  body !— ^Wh^t  the  devil^ 
is  your  mafter  jiot  dead  ?  . 

Hanpv. 
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Handy.     In  cuftonij  but  not  in  law. 

Coffin.  In  cuftom,  but  not  in  law !  Sir^ 
I,  I  don't  connprehend  this — the  news-paper 
announced  him  dead. 

Handy.  Very  true;  that  made  hinn  only 
dead  in  cuftomj  but  I  can  afliire  you,  Mr. 
Coffin,  that  he  is  not  dead  in  law. 

Coffin,  (impatient)  Confound  your  law 
and  cuftom  too ! — I  fay,  is  your  maft^r  dead  ? 
{very  loud.) 

Handy.  Don't  be  fo  loud,  moderate  your 
heat  I   I'm  not  hard  of  hearing. 

Coffin.  Ca — can  any  man  in  my  fituatioii 
be  filent  ?  Sir,  is  he  dead,  I  fay,  or  not  dead? 
(louder.) 

Handy,  (low)  In  cuftom,  as  I  faid  before, 
but  not  in  law  ;  for  the  phyfical  tribe  have  only 
three-fourths  done  him  over  yet. 

Coffin.  Well,  well,  (injinuating)  that 
foftens  the  matter,  my  good  friend — if  the  fa- 
culty have  been  tampering  with  him,  I  may 
expeft  him  foon. 

Handy.  Yes,  yes,  the  faculty  have  pro- 
nounced him  incurable,  and  have  withdrawn 
their  attendance,  and  voluntarily  too  j  which  is 
fomething  Angular,  they  Ihou'd  give  up  the 
chace,  when  the  fcent  lay  fo  profitable. 

Coffin.  True,  Sir,  true,  'tis  a  very  tak- 
U  ing 
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ing  profeflion ;  but  h  does  not  become  me  to 
fait  igainft  the  facculty  neitHef,  for  they  are 
ffeady  pi'ortioteVs  of  our  brineh :— For  difpatdi 
is  the  very  foul  and  principle  of  ctir  tradfe  j  and 
Aghteen  patients  oiit  of  twenty  they  convey 
over  to  us,  when  the  pulfc  ^oh*t  yield  a  fee, 
as  they  call  it  in  the  way  of  bufinefs.  Well, 
iNlr.  Handy,  witli  your  leav^,  I'll  take  your 
rriafler's  dimehfiohs,  (Reclu/e  ftarts)  and  pre- 
pare for  his  depofit,  as  we  call  it  irr  the  way  of 
buflnefs. 

Handy.  You'd  not  be  fb  lott  to  feeling, 
as  to  take  his  meafure  before  he's  dead. 

Coffin,  Cuftom'  makes  it  familiar  to  lis.-— 
As  for  lofmg  my  feeling.  Sir,  ha !  ha  !  not  tHact 
1  fay  it,  there's  hot  a  man  in  the  City  of  Bath, 
that  has  a  finer  feeling  tHan  t  have.  Why,  Sir, 
I  had  intelligence  the  other  day  of  a  dying 
Nabob,  whonni  o\ir  good  friends,  the  faculty, 
had  turned  over  to  our  itianagemeritj  by  declar- 
ing, that  he  had  not  above  five  hours  to  live.— 
This  intelligence  made  it  neceflary  for  hie  to 
go  poll  to  nis  lodging  tb fecure  his  conveyance; 
but  unfortunately  cou'd  hot  get  fight  of  the 
body;  a  Mr*  Shroud,  a  little,  trifling,  infigni- 
ficarft  fcllo'Wi  having  got  pbffeffion  of  the  houfc 
before  me,  was  promifed  the  job.  How- 
ever mortifying  the  circumftance,  I  did   not 

tJiink 
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think  it  prudent  to  withdraw  from  the  premi- 
ses.; fa  hiding  myfelf  for  two  day&  and  two 
nights  in .  a  coal,  hple,  on  the  morning  after 
the  fecond  night's  watch,  I  heard  a  great  con- 
fufion  in  the  houfe :  fo  I  yentured  out  of  my 
hiding  place — whipped  into  the  bedroom,  aiid 
found  my  objc6t  in  a  very  good  way. 

Handy.  Wha.t  do  you  mean  by  a  good 
way,  Mr.  Coffin  ? 

Coffin.  A  dying,  a  dying,  Sir ;  and  2^3  I  faid 
before,  having  a  very  fine  feeling,  with  this  fin- 
ger a^d  thumb,  I  felt  2^  pMlie  in  hi^  throat  rather 
^uick«->-I  concluded  he  mud  be  in  great  pain; 
and  fo  out  of  pure  humanity,  I  fcientificaHy 
prefied  it  a  little,  and  the  poor  gentleman  g^ve 
it  up  very  quietly  :--rI  then  whipped  this,  rqle 
outof  my  pocket,  (I  never  move  about^  without; 
my  pocket  companion)  took  his  difhenfionSj 
and  fecured  the  job ;  and  it  turned.  QUt  a  very 
profitable  one  indeed. 

Handy.  Had  not  your  feelings  been  fo  very 
fine,  the  Nabob  might  not  have  wanted  you^ 
afliftance  quite  fo  foon. 

Coffin.  O  !  poor  gentleman  !  ^s  for  that 
matter^  when  the  faculty  have  pronounced  fen- 
tence,  that  a  patient  cannot  live  fix  hours  from 
that  time — I  think  if  a  patient  might  by 
chance  out-live  the  judgment  of  the  faculty 
U  2  three 
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three  or  four  days,  'tis  of  very  little  confc- 
quence  to  a  man,  when  it  comes  to  that,  you 
know,  whether  he  lives  four  days,  or  four 
minutes. 

Handy.     Indeed ! 

CoFFi N.  Certainly — And  for  my  partj  when 
a  fellow  creature  is  in  pain,  or  troubled  with  a 
baS  confcience>  as  thefe  Nabobs  in  general  are% 
I  think  one  cou'd  not  do  a  more  humane  ac- 
tion, than  t^  give  them  a  lift,  as  wc  call  it  in 
the  way  of,buGnefs.  And  if  you  pleafe,  Mn 
Handy,  to  give  me  a  fight  of  your  mafter,  Fll 
foon  determine  the  number  of  hours  he  has  to 
live.  Only  by  grafping  his  pipe  a  little. 

Recluse,  (getting  up  frighted)  The  damn*d 
dog !  The  murderer  will  have  me,  whether  I  will 
or  not :  but  Til  efcape  his  grafp,  as  he  calls, 
it   in   the  way    of    bufmefs.     (a/tde. — Exit.) 

Coffin.  What!  wh^t  !-rWho  the  devil 
is  he  ? 

Handy.  Don't  be  alarm'd  at  him,  he  is 
only  -an  old  fellow  that's  here — He  is  a  littlq 
hurt  in  the  head. 

•Coffin.  Then  as  he  belongs  to  the  family, 
I  may  have  him  too  i  he  feems  to  be  going 
our  way.  But  to  return — if  you'll  fuffer  me 
to  pulfe  your  mafter  a  little,  'tis  foon  done,  and 

no 
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410  doubt,  he  muft  fufFer  greatly,  poor  gentle- 
man ;  and  a  change  muft  foon  happen,  as  we 
term  it  in  the  way  of  bufincfs. 

Handy.     A  change ! 

Coffin.  Certainly  a  change-— I  have  indeed 
known  many  inftances  of  people  being  cured 
of  all  complaints  by  fending  only  for  a  clergy- 
man, a  phyfician ;  but  the  fight  of  an  under- 
taker never  fails  of  blunting  all  their  pain^ithe 
fright  foon  lulls  them  to  a  dead  ^  flcep,^  as  we 
term  it  in  the  way  of  iDufinefs.  *^ 
r     Handy.     You  feem  very  converfant  in  your 

bufineis>  and  very  expeditious,  1  think. 

Coffin.     No  nian  more  fo. — I  have  had 

the  honour.  Sir,  of  depofiting,  from  his  Grace 
to  the  humble  'Squire — ^I  never  convey  any  thing 
below  an  Efquire,  no,  unlefs  Tm  folicited,  as 
a  favour,  which  I  confider  very  particular  in- 
deed. I  am  as  famous.  Sir,  in  my  decorations, 
as  1  am  in  difplaying  the  funeral  ceremony, 
which  I  treat  with  great  pomp  and  magnifi- 
cence i  and  never  fail  of  attradling  the  admira- 
tion of  the  curious  beholders. 

Handy.     Such  fights  muft  be  very  enter- 
taining to  be  fure. 

Coffin.n    Charmingly    fo,    charmingly   fo, . 
when  under  my  diredtion. — I  am  particularly- 
careful  too,  in  procuring  men  of  a  melancholy 
U  3  coun- 
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of  Which  I  gWte  doybtewagcs  to — I  challenge  all 
England  to  produce  fuch  a  trodp— ^they  are  down- 
right Crocodiles^  can  (hed  tears  aepleafure;  and 
their  fighing  is  charmingly  nlelancholy/ which 
heightens,  /oujknow,  the  fblemnityprodigibufly, 
— There's  hot  *a  man  iti  all  the  world.  Sir,  that 
does  bufinefs  with  fo  much  tafte,  and  fplen- 
dor,  as  your  humble  fervant.  I,  r.fiippofe,'you 
hlean  to  move  off  with'  fixes. 

Handy.     With  fixes! 

Ce^FiN.     Certainly 'by  fixcs-*-Six  •  bJaiks  to 

.the  hearfe,    and  'fix  coaches,  with    fix  horfes 

-to  eachi    which   will   make    forty^ two   draft 

horfes,  befides  horfenfien,  all  caparifoned  with 

*  efcutcheons  and  other  lively  ornaments.-^Egad ! 

we  fliall  ^ciit  a  mofl:  brilliant  figure. 

Handy.  'You  infernal  death  hunter  ! — 
you  favage  tnortfter ! — ^Wou'd  you  bury  him 
alive  ? 

Coffin.  Sir,— Sir, — Sir,  I  aflc' pardon,  no 
offence,  I  hope ;  I  only  mention  this,  that  I 
may  be  before  hand  with  the  work.  Such  a 
cavalcade,  I  afliire  you,  is  not  to  be  got  ready 
at  a  day's  notice. 

Handy.  Damn  your  cavalcade — !  tell  you 
he's  not  dead. 

Coffin,    But,  my  good  friend,  my  dear 

Mr. 
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Mr.  Handy — ^he  can't  live,  (ratat  at  the  door) 
I  fear  there's  company — I'll  withdraw  for  the 
prefent ;  go  and  give  direftions  for  the  funeral, 
and  fhall  return  to  my  vi^ch.  {ratat.  J 

Handv,  Cdnfouod  your  watch  !— Get  out 
of  the  houfe. 

Coffin.  I  amjgone;  but  I'll  return  to  my 
poll,  and  wait  the  glorious  event. 

Handy.  Leave  the  houfe.  (Exit  Coffin) 
C[an  faan  be  fuch  a  b^l^ariafv  ?  ,  d^f^'J 


End  of  the  Second  Act* 
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IIL 


S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Entir  Cadgut  leading  her  Lady — futs  her  in 
a  Chair. 

Miss  Phoebe. 

OH !  Oh  !  oh  !  I  am  fo— I  am  fo  fliort 
breathed — oh  !  fo  full,  I  feel  it  in  my 
throat:  there,  Cadgut,  lay  me  in  the  chair. 
(Jeated)  Oh !  forty  draughts  are  too  much 
to  be  taken  in  ten  hours— Oh ! 

Cadgut.  It  wou'd  ferve  me,  I  think,  ten 
years  i  but  then,  Mr.  Emulfion  knows  beft 
your  conftitution,  nay,  better  than  you  do  your- 
fclf.  The  Quality  don't  trouble  thcmfelves 
about  their  conftitutions,  they  leave  that  to  the 
Dodlors  to  manage ;  who  tell  them  when  they 
are  fick,  and  when  they  arc  well. 

Miss  Phoebe.  True,  very  true,  Cadgut,  'tis  a 
great  convenience  to  us,  to  be  told  how  wc  feel. 
^  Oh! 
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Oh !  I  have  rieafon  to  fay  fo,  from  the  repeated 
benefits— oh !— -I  have  experienced  from  that 
charming,  that  charming  creature,  Mr.  Emul* 
lion,  oh !  I,  I  cou'd  not  live  a  day,  no,  not 
an  hour  without  him— oh  !  quite  choaked.— ^I 
wifh  he  was  come. 

Cadgut.  He'll  foon  be  here,  I  dare  fay, 
and  give  you  fomething  to  carry  it  ofFagain.-^ 
Hah  !  here  he  comes. 


Enter  Emulsion,  bowing  very  okfequioufty. 

Miss  Phoem.  Oh  Doftor !— Cadgut,  you 
may  go,  child.  Pray  tell  nie  how  I  am,  oh#! 
(;putHng  out  her  band.) 

Cadgut.  (afide-^witbdraws)  Silly  womaa ! 
^ivcs  him  half  her  fortune  to  be  poifoned. 

(Exit.) 

Emuls.  {feeling  ber  pulfe)  A  pulfe — ^yes  a 
pulfe,  rather  fickqum. 

'    Miss  Phoebe.     Oh !  Doftor,  what  ftate  is 
that? 

EMuiiS.     That  is  hardum,  not  to  fay  hardy. 

Miss  Phoebe.  Hardy  !  O  !  Dodtor,  will  it 
go  hard  with  me  ? 

Emuls.     Recoiling,  and,  a  little  friiking. 

Miss  Phoebe.     Whifking  !— Is  that  a  fa- 
vourable 
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;Emuls»  'Tis  qfc»viou3T— qbyiujp,  tl^t,  .the, 
i«^pf,ph€rc,  of,;this,  -^i^^rtment,  \s  totally  yi- 
:tiate^,  by;r^a^op,.9f,.tb^,  .^on;rfien,fi,fi,^pon, 
of,  the,  air. 

Mm  Pho^bjE.  •  Vitiated*  iT-rOh!  4>ut;I;am 
ib  iwdl^d-r-the  c^>if^,fDo<P^on  • 

Emul  s.  The  caufe  is  a,  (prt  of  ja,  kind  of  a, 
an  overwhelming  rapidity,  rulhing  to  and  fro 
in  the  internal  tubes,  or  pipes. — But  to  Ipeak 
acco|dingip.  art&>ai3|d  cfcicnGes— Ofi>e,veflip|Sjare 
over-laden,  which  is  to  fay,  they  arc  dilated,  or 
cxpanfified  by  the  fuddcn  deluge  conveyed,  or 
poured  into  ihem. 

Miss  Phoebe.  I  feel,  *  indeed,,  over-laden. 
'Oh  I  but  I  hope  nothing- has  given  way. 

Emuls.  iNo,  but  wc  muft' break  way,  as 
ibon  as  convenientum  :  which  is  to  convey,  or 
carry  from.-t—r  have  nriy  doubts,,  that  you  muft 
have  mailificated  a  quantum  immoderatum  of 
rpaft  metumj  If  fo,  *  there  ixuyw be.  danger-— 
great  danger  indeed. 

•M I  ss  iP'HOBBE.  (Mfcovirs  .great  faarj .  Oh ! 
ftm  I  in  danger  ?  .1  did  only  pick  the  hones  of  a 
boiled  chicken,  and,  and  a  few  aiuihrooQ^.s^T— 
Oh  !  i-bow '  well,  rpo&or,  you  uhde;Aand  my 

con- 
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GOfiftitution,  to-  find  ^ut,  by.  my^pulfe,  what J^cat 
for  my  Ibj^er. 

.Emvls.  a  broil'd  chicken,  and  muftiraoms, 
and  concluded  widx  a.black  pudding :  rebellion 
and  death !  poifonatus^  that  is  to  fay,  poifon,.  in 
the  vulgar  tongue. 

Miss  Phoebe,  O  Dodtorl  my  dear  pre- 
fcFver !  ^am  J.  poifoned  ?  Oh  !  think,,  think  of  an 
expedient  to,  to  expel  it. 

Emuls.  (quick)  I  Ihall  proceed  iiiftantanc- 
oufly  to.purgefy,.emetify,  lenify,  cleanfefy,  and 
peacefy,  the  acrimony  that's  la&oacum,  like  an 
air  balloonum  in  your  abdomum,  which  is 
.caiufed  from. the  chickendum  .broilatum,  and 
^nufhroom  fauceum,  &c. 

Miss  Phoebe.  Oh!  Mr.  Emulfioo,  I,.I 
dread  the  operation,  butl'm  refigned ; .  take  what 
courfe  you  pleafe ;    I  owe  my  life  to  you,  oh  ! 

Cadgut.  (lijiens  undifcovered)  Foolifli  wo- 
man !  rhe  robs  you  of  your  life,  (afide.) 

Emuls.  Certainly,  you  have  moft. rigidly 
.  honoured  my  prefcriptions  with  a  fpeedy  (walli- 
fication  \  however,  I  naw,  I  have  my  doubts, 
that  fliou'd  this  operation  fail,  or  not  prove 
efficacious,  which  is  not  impoflible— -don't  Batter 
yourfelf. 

Miss  Phoebe,  (frightened)  Oh !  Mr.  Emul- 
fion,  do.  you  pronounce  me  incurable  ? 

Emuls. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


^60  BETTER  LAtB   TUAK  WEVER^ 

'  Emuls.  Now's  my  titncy  (he's  alarmed,-  irid 
rU  make  the  conqueft.  (afide.)  You  arei  I 
perceive,  and  conceive,  gone  beyond  the  me- 
dical fyftem. — But  I  have  one  expedient,  which 
I  am  convincified,  will  not  only  prcferve  life, 
but  will  tend  to  a  fpeedy,  firm,  and  folid  cura- 
tion  of  all  your  parts. 

Miss  Phoebe.  You  divine  creature,  ril 
take  any  thing  you  fhall  prefcribe,  to  have  my 
health  reftored,  oh ! 

Cad  GUT.  {aftde)  What  is  going  forward  now? 

EmDls.  I  fhall  now.  proceed,  by  flow  and 
regular  gradations,  to  the  iflc  of  matrimony. 
(afide)  I  have  turned  over  volumes  innumerable 
in  fearch  of  a  cafe  fimilar  to  yours,  but  have 
found  only  two,  and  thofe  were  two  ladies  of 
ancient  Rome  j  ladies  of  the  firfl:  diftinftion  and 
quality,  who  confulted  Efculapius,  the  great 
God  of  phyfic  j  at  the  requeft  of"  Diana,  he 
reftored  Hippolytus  to  life,  and  delivered  Rome 
from  the  plague,  for  which  they  built  his  God- 
fhip  a  temple. 

Miss  Phoebe.  Wonderful!  But  did  he, 
oh  I  reftore  the  two  ladies  ? 

Emuls.  .Efculapius,  by  his  wonderful  art, 
caused  their  reftoration  alfo. 

Miss  Phoebe.   I  hope  he's  gone  to  heaven, 

Emuls,     There^s  no  doubt  of  the  faculty. 

Ca-dgut. 
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Cadgut.  (ajide)  I  doubt  it  very  much. 

Miss  Phoebe.  I  fhou'd  think  their  good 
deeds  below  entitle  them  to  happinefs  abovCi 
oh ! — Pray,  Mr.  Emulfion,  my  dear  preferver, 
proceed  without  delay  to  reftore  me  according 
to  the  good  Efculapius. 

Emuls.  Now,  madam,  as  I  perfeftly  under- 
(tand  your  cafe,  and  the  virtues  of  medicine, 
I  underftand  alfo  the  knowledge  of  application ; 
I  am  matter  of  your  conftitution,  nay,  your  life. 

Miss  Phoebe.  You  are,  indeed ;  I  owe  it  to 
jrou, 

Emuls.  How  came  I  to  acquire  this  degree 
of  knowledge  of  your  conftitution  ? — The  an- 
fwer  is  obvious,  becaufe  I  have  furnifhed  it, 
drench'd,  and  cleanfefied  it. 

Cadgut.  {afide)  'Tis  fo  well  furnifh'd,  that 
'twill  admit  of  no  more  of  your  furniture,  unlefs 
you  intend  her  an  aerial  voyage. 

Emuls.  (continues)  But  to  proceed  to  the 
curation  completum.  Firft,  there  can  be  no 
abfolute  curation. 

Miss  Fhoese.  Oh!  have  you  no  abfolute 
cure  for  m*f 

Emuls,     Not  unlefs  you  comply. 

Miss  PH<tfB£.  I  always  conform,  oh !  I 
never  refufe,  you  know  I  don't :  I  will  take  all 
you  can  give  me,  Doftor. 

CADCUTf 
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Cadout,  (ajgde)  I'fwcar  to.  that; 

Mis9  Phob&e.  (continu€s)'  l^rzif^  confifd^r 
'wrfi,  this  is  a  cafe  of  life  or  cteathv 

Emu x  s.  I  conceive  it  is,  and  I  have  in  ftbiie^ 
d  pepn«dy. 

Mrss  Phoebe.     Have  you?  Good  creature ! 

Efltft/LSv  1  wou.*d  fain  tdl  you,  yet  die 
remedy  is  of  ftich  a  nature,  that  I  apprcheod, 
it  lEnnghi:  give  caufe  of  o^ence,  and  fliock  your 
fccfiaigs. — 'TU  a  matter,  that  vei|uiresi  a  vcxy 
delicate  conveyance. 

Miss  Phoebe.  Oh!  Mr.  Emulfion,  deli> 
cacy  ffiou^d  be  fct  afide,  when  life's  in  danger. 
]>t  not  a  moment  be  k>ft. 

Cadgut.  {ajide)  I  fay  delicacy. 

Emuls.  Now  for  conqucft,  and  half  W 
fortune,  (afide)  To  unlock  aiy  cabinet  of 
knowledge,  I  (hall  impart  to  you,  the  fniit  of 
my  laborious  ftudics,-*-Hem !  As  I  obferved 
before,  there  can  be  no  cur^tion  abfolutum, 
until  you  are  married :  a  hufband  is  the  only 
reftorative  left,  according  to  the  Efculapian 
gyftema.  (ftruts  majeftically.) 

Cadgut.  (afide)  Who  will  mariy^an  apothe- 
cary's (hop  f  She's  like  an  ulaged  caflc  i^t  in 
motion,  fwag,  fwag, — But  her  moripy  will  anake 
up  the  deficiency. 

Miss  Phoebe.  .(y»i/V^iJ  Married!  Did,  did 
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Mr.  Emulfion,  I  cou'd  m  my  heatt  fmiIe;-^^A 
^uftj^nd  do*  you  think?  (g^fiingfrom  the  dair 
much  revived.) 

CAi>GtT  (afide)  'tht  tKoughts  of  i  man  has 
put  hew  life  intc  Her. 

Emuls.  AbfoW^ds,  macnmbniurtrt,  a  huf.. 
band,  'tis  Homo  al6ne. 

illiss  fiiotii.     il6n*) !  M6  is  he  ? 

£k<uls.  H6rrio*  was  a  rtan,  the  fon'  of 
riomer,  the  gfea£  Latin  ^oet.  But  to  perform 
the  curaiibn  cttrnpletuiti,  the  cafe  will  not 
admif  of  ddayj  left  by  retardation,  death  fliiould 
cxercife  hfs  deftruffive  quiver. 

MtsS  f  rifiEBE.  (ih  tapttim)  0 !  Mr.  Efriul- 
fiori  J  life  is  fwectj  but,  dear  Sif,  as  I  am  not 
ifrell.^-;^^6u£  then,  my  maiden-  bloom,  to  be 
^re,  is  hot  much  fided  5  but  the  misfortune  is, 
ihit  *tiS  Hdt  ^uftomary,  in  this  ceremonious 
country,  not  Cufiomary,  Dodldf,  Tor  ladies  to 
pTbpofH  ^ha^-^whatever,  however  they  may  be 
aiifpofed  i  you  have  aflifted  me  hithefte. 

Eaiuls.  And  fliall  aflift  in  future  j  gratitu- 
durfa,  gr^titudas  dwellethhere.  (putting  his  hand 
fb  Bisjre'dfl.) 

Miss  pHbEJBi.  You  charm  me;  J,  1  feci 
greatly  revived  at  your  noble  fentiments.*— But, 
Dbdtor,  is  there  any  ncccflity  of  my  undergoing 
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your  medical  operation,  if  I  am— if  I  follow—* 
purfue  the  good  Efculapius. 

Cadgut.  {aftde)  So,  fo;  (he'll  follow  the 
God's  advice. 

Emuls.  By  no  means;  Ibanifli  medicine, 
and  trample  on  my  own  intercft,  when  I  am 
conyincified,  it  can  no  longer  contribute  to 
your  reftoration.  This  is  a  tender  fubjedt,  be* 
caufe  it  treats  of  the  tender  paffions;  and  to  pre- 
vent cmbarraflment,  I  (hall  come  to  the  point. 

Miss  Phoebe.  'Tis  a  tender  fubjefl:  indeed; 
pray  come  to  the  point ;  'twill  be  a  feaft  to  me 
to  enjoy  health  j  I  leave  it  to  you,  I  have  no 
will  of  my  own  j  delays  you  fay  are  dangerous* 

^adgut.  O  !  thou  lafcivjous  wOTTian  !  (ajide.^ 

Emuls.  Very  threatening :  and  the  ncceffi- 
tatum  of  your  complaint  weeps  for  matrimony. 
J  know  ^  gentleman,  a  friend  of  mine,  a  bro- 
ther-in-law, who  h;*s  frequently  inquired  after 
your  welf;aLre.T-^He's  a  man  of  great  parts. 

Miss  Phoebe.  Your  brother  inlaw!  The 
more  agreeable  if  allied  to  your  valuable  fa- 
mily.—I  Arp  infinitely  obliged  to  the  gentle- 
man. You  fay  that  he's  a  pnan  of  great  parts 
too  :  a  very  ftriking  recommendation  indeed. 

Emuls.  Surpri(ing  parts,  pf  liarge  reading, 
dcjcp  penetration,  and  wonderful  erudition.— 

But^ 
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But,  there  may  arife  an  objeftion — he  is  a  wi* 
dower. 

Miss  Phoebe.     Had  he  any  children  ? 

Cadout.  (afide)  Angling  at  a  diftance. 

Emuls.  Three;  the  firfl:  was  a  daughter, 
and  the  fecond  birth  produced  twin  boys. 

Miss  Phoebe,  (/miles)  Twins!  twins!  did 
you  fay  twins  ?     » 

Emuls.  Twins,  but  have  fince  been  taken 
off  by  a  peftilcntial  malady. 

Cad  GUT.  (afide)  She  feems  to  relifti  the 
twins.  ' 
.Miss  Phoebe.  Pretty  creatures!  I  adore 
children,  I  love  them  to  my  heart ;  for  their 
little  pratding  innocence  is  fb  very  entertain- 
ing.—Pray  does  the  good  father  live  in  town  ? 

Cadgut.  (afide)  Strong  fymptoms  of  com- 
pliance. 

Emuls.  He  is  juft  arrived,  his  name  is  Mr. 
Swindal,  a  man  of  property  and  integrity* — Not 
ftrikingly  handfome,  but  aconftitution  healthy, 
and  in  years  about  thirty. 

Miss  Phoebe.  Very  fteady  years  indeed.— 
I  fhou'd  certainly  prefer  health  to  beauty. — ^Did 
you  fay  he  was  in  town  ? 

Cki^qmt.  (afide)  If  the  thoughts  only  of  a 
hufband  revive  her,  what  mufl  naarriage  pro* 
duce  ? 

X  Emuls* 
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^  Emuls.  I  did  5  and,  with  your  leave.  III 
communicate  the  affair  to  him^  in  a  pretty, 
tender,  delicate  manner  j  not  give  him  to  un- 
derftand,  that  you  know  any  thing  of  the  bufi- 
nefs,  no,  no. 

Miss  Phoebe.  By  no  means;  you  well 
.underftand  the  human  frame — for  the  appear- 
ance of  forwardnefs,  you  know,  to  fomc  men-— 
:  Emuls.  Judicioufly  obferv'dj  with  fbme 
men  it  may,  but  he  has  too  much  good  fenfe  to 
obfervc  fuch  trifles;  he'll  prefer  opennefs  to  coy- 
nefs. — ^When  he  comes,  I  wou'd  make  no.  cere- 
mony widi  him,  becaufe  your  fituation  will  not 
admit  of  delay.  Til  go,  give  orders  in  the 
mean  time;  that  a  clergyman  be  in  readinefs. 

Miss  Phoebe.  Good  man !  your  care  en- 
dears you  to  me ;  fuch  a  proof  of  tendernefs— 
rU  withdraw,  and-^  CS^^^SO 

Cadgut.  fa/tdej  V\\  get  the  ftart,  left  I 
fliou'd  be  fufpefted.  (ExU.) 

Emcls.    And  prepare  for  the  moment  that's 

pregnant  with (S^^^S*) 

..    Mi^s  Phoebe.     Did  you  fay  pregnant  ? 

Emuls.     I  follow  you,  Mifs. 

Miss  Phoebe.    I  afk  your  pardon,  I  thought 
.you  had  more  to  urge  on  that  fubjedl:. 
,  (Exeunt.) 

4  R^' 
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Re-ent4r,  Caixsut. 

Cadgut.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  was  there  ever  fuch 
a— ha  !  ha  ! — remedy  thought  on  for  a  dying 
Woman  before. — Wcll^  if  I  don't  over  trump 
them,  rhy  name  is  not  Cadgut.  (bell  rings)- 
Plhawl  I  know  this  Swindal,  by  report,  to  be 
confoundedly  avaricious,  and  fuch  a  charafter 
wou'd  marry  a  broomftick  for  money  :  egad,  I 
am  glad  I  have  fet  all  my  artillery  in  motion 
to  defeat  this  matrimonial  combination,  and 
divert  it  to*  another  channel.— If  deception  fs 
fair  in  the  field  of  Mars,  why  not  in  Cupid^s 
campaign.— Ahah  !  who  is  this  ?  I  protcft  'tis 
my  old  friend  Archly. — ^^Now  to  reward  merit, 
fincc  they  who  think  thcmfelves  greater  will  not. 

Enter  Archly. 

Ar^chly^  My  dear  Cadgut,  what  is  all  this 
about  I  did  you  fend  for  mc  to  be  married,  when 
\  4«i  hot  in  love?  .      .   /  . 

Cadgut.  The»,  Sir,  you  are  the  more  at 
libefty.-    '        -v 

,,  Archly.     Y.ou  arc  furely  mad,  child. . 
^  Cai^out.     J  fay  mad,  indeed  !— Will  you, 
Sir,.be  independent  f  Will  youjparry  a  lady  of 
foritunc  \  <■.'.. 

X  2  ARcijLr* 
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Archly,  (/miles)  Independence  to  a  depen- 
dant man,  founds  pleafing^-^^But  you  are  joking* 

Cadgut.  '  I  am  really  ferious.  Sir,  but  you 
fcem  indifferent. 

Archly.  My  dear  friend,  how,  howcan  it 
happen  ?  Pray  give  me  the  particulars  ? 

Cadgut.  Will  you  be  married.  Sir?  anlwer 
me  that. 

Archly.  Why,  I  think,  I  may  rely  upon 
you,  Cadgut. 

Cadgut.  Nay,  pleafeyourfelf  j  but  *tis  too 
much  the  falhion  now-a-days,  for  people  to 
marry  to  pleafe  others,  more  than  to  pleafe 
themfelves.  Still  if  what  I  mean  to  propofe  to 
you,  you  Ihou'd  not  think  confident  with  your 
honour  and  happinefs,  dpn't  let  my  perfuafions 
prevail  j  you  know  beft  your  own  feelings. — 
But  to  an  explanation — Mifs  Phoebe  has  been 
doftor  fick  for  year^,  and  has  taken  a  fea  of 
medicine,  which  has  brought  her  fo  low,  that 
her  apothecary  has  now  pronounced  her  a  dead 
woman,  if  flie's  not  married  in  the  courfe  of  a 
few  hours.  The  apothecary  having  an  intereft 
in  the  marriage,  procures  one  Swindal,  a  friend 
of  his,  and  as  great  a  villain  as  himfclf  j  who 
will  be  here  prefently  to  be  marHed,  tho*  they 
nev^r  faw  one  another.— No  matter,  he  marries 
her  for  her  fortune,  and  Ihe  marries  him  for  her 
.     -  life. 
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life. — ^Naw,  Sir,  mind,  niind,  what  I  am  going 
to  (ay,  and  if  you  approve  the  device,  I  Ihall  be 
in  readineft  to  receive  Mr.  Swindal,  and  fliall 
perfonate  my  miftrefs  myfelf  5  and,  was  I  not 
engaged  to  Handy,  I  don't  know  whether  I 
fliou'd  not  marry  him  myfelf,  but  tho'  a  fervant, 
I  Ihall  not  forfeit  my  word,  nor  ever  make  a 
facrifice  of  gratitude. 

Archly.  Generous  woman  !  that  fenti-mcnt 
warms  my  heart !  We  leave  ingratitude  to  the 
higher  clafs  to  praftice. — But  my  indepen** 
dence. 

Cadgut.  I  have  not  forgot. — Parfon  Tack- 
wel  is  ordered  to  be  at  a  minute's  calls  you 
therefore  muft  perfonate  Swindal,  and  my  lady 
will  marry  you,  without  any  kind  of  ceremony 
on  her  part,  Tm  fure,  as  you  are  fuppofed  to 
^ome  recommended  from  Emulfion»  Well, 
now  how  do  you  like  my  fcheme  ? 

Archly.  Admirably ;  never  was  there 
plann'd  a  better  plot. — But,  I,  I  fear,  I  IhaU 
fold  myfeif  cmbarraffcd. 

Cadqut.  Never  fear,  one  good  office  de- 
ferves  another;  as  you  come  to  fave  her  life, 
you'll  find  her  all  civility  and  compliance  1  fay 
a  few  civil,  gallant  things,  and  Vm  fure  they'll 
|iot  be  lofl. — I  have  the  higheft  opinion  of  your 
honour  and  integrity,  and  tho'  you  tpay  never 
X  3  havQ 
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have  a  tender  efteem  for  her,  you  may  aniioneft 
friendfhip. — Tho'  her  whims  in  fome  degree 
deferve  punifhment,  I  fhou*d  be  hurt,  to  fee  her 
the  wife  of  a  villain. 

Enter    Servant. 

Servant.  Mrs.  Cadgut,  a  gentleman  is  in 
the  hall,  of  the  name  of  Swindal;  he  wants  to 
4peak  to  my  miftrefs. 

Cadout.  •  Shew  him  into  the  back  parlour, 
Robert,  and  I'll  go  and  acquaint  her. 

Robert.    Yes,  Mrs.  Cadgut.  {Exit  Servant.) 

Cadgut.  So  the  lover  is  come,  ha !  ha! 
Well,  Archly,  you'll  go  wait  in  my  room,  till  1 
call  you.  {going)  But  if  you,  in  your  heart,  think 
you  cannot  make  yourfelf  happy— be  honelt, 
retreat,  before  you  advance  too  far  in  the  purfuit. 

Archly.  '  You  may  reft  affured,  that  I  (hall 
never  leflTen  the  opinion,  you  fogeneroufly  have 
conceived  of  me.-^Succefs  attend  you. 

Cadgut.  There's  no  fear ;  I  pronounce  the 
conqueft,  before  the  attack  commences. 

•    .     lo  fpight  of  all  wiles  of  wheedling  man, 
'Tis  woman  to  complete,  or  mar  a  plan.  . 

(Exeunt.) 

'    ^'^  ^     ^  SCENE' 
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SCENE  II. 


Mr.  Swindal  Jolus^  Jeated. 

Mr.  Swindal.  Well,  this  will  be  a  rare 
harveft  home,  upon  my  foul,  ha!  ha  ! — ^Thirty 
thoufand  in  the  four  per 'Cents.  It  founds  well, 
and  if  I  can  evade  the  promife  I  made  to  Emul- 
fion,  of  paying  him  one  half  upon  the  marriage, 
I  will. — If  I  marry  before  the  articles  are 
executed,  I  (hall  have  the  fum  total  to  myfelf, 
fnug.— Confequemly  the  (boner  I  marry,  the 
better. — Faith !  here  (he  comes — Not  fo  feeble 
neither—^  little  hobbling  tho*,  a  going,  a 
going,  I  fee.  {ruhbing  his  bands)  Charming 
iymptoms,  ha !  ha  ! 

Enter  Cadgut,  ferjonating  Miss  Phoebe. 

Cadgut.  Sir,  I  prefuoie,  that  you  are  Mr. 
Emulfion's  friend,  Mr.  Swindal,  that  he  fpeaks 
fo  favourable  of,  oh  ! 

Swindal.     The,  the  identical  perfon,  very 

much,  Mifs,  at  your  fervicc.— Faith,  I  like  her 

X  4  perfon. 
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perfon,  (he's  not  long  for  this  world,  (ftijles  ^ 

Cadgut.  Mr.  Swindal,  you  do  mc  honour. 
Will  you  be  feated,  good  Sir?  oh ! 

Swindal.  I  live  but  to  obey  you,  Mifs,  hem, 
hem. 

Cadgut.  What  a  charming  conftitution,  oh! 

Swindal.  Never  had  a  day's  illnefs  in  all 
my  life,  'pon  honour,  hem,  hem. 

Cadgut.  Delightful !  How  found,  oh !  are 
your  lungs ! 

Swindal.  Perfeftly  fo,  Mifs,  hem  !  hem  ! 
as  tight  as  a  drum,  hem,  hem.  She  begins  to 
melt,  (afide.) 

Cadgut.  Charming  !  Health  is  a  very 
great  bleffing,  Mr.  Swindal. — He'll  not  come 
to  the  point — I'll  fift  him  by  degrees,  (jafide) 
Have  you  heard  any  news  to  day,  are.  the  ftocks 
in  z  rifing,  or  falling  ftate  ? 

Swindal  Hah!  that  looks  well,  faith.  (<;^) 
In  a  rifing  ftate. — By  the  nature  of  your  enqui- 
ries, Ma'am,  I  prefume,  that  you  are  intereftcd. 
—A  holder  of  ftock.— The  fours  were  up  two 
per  cent,  to  day. 

Cadgut.  Thank  you.  Sir;  I  have  been  fo 
ill :  never  go  out,  never  hejar  any  news.— I  have 
nobody  to  manage  for  me  j  my  aflfairs  are  terribly 
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neglcfted.    I  think  I  have  given  him,  now,  an 
opportunity  to  declare  himfelf.  (afide.) 

SwiNDAL.  Good,  good,  {ajide)  Did  you, 
Mifs,  fay,  that  your  property  lay  in  the  funds? 
hem,  hem. 

CaIjgut.  You  Ihall  pay  for  that  hemming, 
by  being  well  hummed,  {afide)  All  my  property 
lies  in  the  new  fours,  Mr.  Swindal.— I  have  no 
landed  property,  nothing  but  this  houfe  1  live 
in.— My  affairs  are  terribly  derang*d.  Oh  1  He 
is  very  flow,  (afide.) 

SwiNDAL.  I  muft  found  her.  {ofide)  Did 
you,  Mifs,  fay,  fay  that  you  had  thirty  thoufand 
in  the  fours,  hem,  hem. 

Cadgut.  The  money  out-fteps  love,  I  fee.' 
{afide)  I  fliou'd  have  faid  forty  thoufand,  whidi 
is  all  the  property  I  have,  this  houfe  excepted^ 
Oh  !  But  if  I  had  fomebody  to  manage  for  mc, 
oh !  it  might  be  made  more  confiderable,  by 
taking  the  advantage  of  the  ebbing  and  flowing 
of  the  (locks. 

SwiNDAL.  Excellent !  {aftde)  My  dear  Mifi 
Phoebe,  permit  me,  I  can  no  longer  refift  your 
charms  i  your  virtue,  and  your  judgment  in 
bufinefs,  rivet  you  in  my  heart.  Suffer  me  then, 
to  preferve  your  life,  proteft  your  amiable  per* 
^  fon,  and  be  the  guardian  of  your  fortune. 

Cadgut.  There  is  fome  fcnfe  in  this  j  puppy 
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as  he  is,  he's  not  without  art.  {dftde)  You  lay  mc 
under  the  greateft  obligation,  by  thinking,  oh  I 
fo  favourable  of  a  poor,  helplefs,  deferted  aca- 
ture,  oh  ! 

SwiNDAL.  You  are  not  deferted,  while  Swin- 
dal  lives. — But  words  alone  arc  too  feeble  to 
do  juftice  to  your  virtues,  or  to  my  own  feelings. 

0  nriadani !  Mr.  Emulfion  informed  me,  there 
was  an  abfolute  nccefTity — that  delays  might  be 
produftive  of  fatal  confequences. 

Cadgut.    Mr.  Emulfion  is  a  charming  man. 

1  owe  my  life  to  him. 

S  WIN  DAL.  And  I,  my  happinefs,  {taking  her 
hand)  when  Heaven  Ihall  give  me  Mifs  Phoebe 
for  a  wife. 

Cadgut.  (/miles)  O  Sir,  your  qualifications 
entitle  you  to  more,  .than  is  in  my  power  to 
beftow. — But  what  I  do  poffefs,  as  a  mark  of 
my  gratitude,  is  at Pardon  me.  Sir,  O  dear! 

SwiNDAL.  Had  heaven  not  blefs'd  you  with 
a  (hilling,  I  cou'd  live  and  die  happy  with  you. 
— My  own  fortune  is  fufficient.— I,  I  underftand 
that  the  Reverend  Mr.  Tackewel  is  in  waiting. 

CaDGUT.  He  is  very  punftual;  I  ftiou'd  be 
forry .  to  keep  him  too  long  in  waiting,  oh  ! 
(going) 

SwiNDAL.  Faith,  fo  jQiou'd  I.  (afide.)  Firft 
crown  my  happinefs,  by  permitting  me  to  en- 
circle 
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circle  your  fair  finger  with  this  facred  band, 
(^taking  the  ring)  then  we'll  difpatch  him. — Per- 
mit me  to  conduft  the  fweet  objeft  of  my  love, 
hem,  hem.  {embraces  her,) 

Cadgut.  Dear  Mr.  Swindal,  you  are  fo 
powerful :  good  Sir,  be  tender,  my  frame  is  fo 
feeble. — I  fear  my  ftrength  will  not  allow  me  to 
undergo  the  ceremony,  oh  ! 

Swindal.  My  life!  my  foul!  let's  not  delay. 
By  heavens  Ihe'U  make  her  exit  before  I  get 
poffeffion.  {afide.) 

Cadgut,  Then,  oh  1  then  I,  I  think.  Til 
take  it  fitting,  fhou'd  my  ftrength  fail  me,  while 
the  ceremony,  oh  !  is  performing. 

Swindal.  Any  where,  my  precious  j  let  it 
be  performed  in  any  Ihape  or  form,  fo  that  the 
end  is  anfwered.  {leading  her  off  hobbling.) 

Cadgut.  Oh  !  Sir,  your  goodnefs,  and  ge* 
nerous  intention,  oh  !  (Exeunt.) 


End  of  the  Third  Act. 
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IV. 


SCENE         I, 

Di/covers    Recluse    alone^    examining  huttei^ 
flie$^  Cjf r,     A  bird  in  bi^  hand^ 

Recluse. 

WELL,  this  bird  is  a  very  great  curiofity, 
indeedj  and  will  be  a  very  conliderable 
addition  to  my  colledtions  \  had  the  fellow  afked 
me  fifty  pounds  more  for  i^,  I  fhou'd  have  made 
the  purchafe.  (Handy  enters)  Look  here.  Handy, 
there  is  fomething  curious,  look  at  it,  examine 
it  i  I  bought  it  dog  cheap,  fifty  pounds,  and  'tis 
well  worth  z,  hundred ;  look  at  it's  yellow,  fincj 
tapering  beak. 

Handy.   'Tis  a  corniih  jack-daw,  not  worth 
fifty  farthings. 

Recluse,     No  fuch  thing.  Handy,  the  bird 
came  from  the  South  Sea,   from  Otaheite;   I 
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bought  it  of  a  failor,  who  told  me  he  lately 
eame  from  thofc^  parts,  and  the  fellow  did  Aot 
look  to  me  ^n  impoftor. 

Handy.  Well,  Sir,  pleafe  yonffelf.-*-But 
for  the  prefent,  turn  your  thoughts,  I  befeech 
you,  upon  other  bufinefs,  which,  in  my  opinion^ 
is  of  far  more  confequence. 

Recluse.  Of  more  confequence  !  Can  any 
thing  in  the  world  be  of  more  confequence, 
than  my  great  and  valuable  colleftions,  the 
]>lea(ing  purfuit  of  which,  I  have  dedicated  my 
whole  life  to  ? 

Handy.  And  when  that  life  is  no  more, 
nobody  will  thank  you  for  them,  unlefs  it  be 
moths  i^  a  pretty  harbour  enough  for  fuch  ver- 
min. 

Recluse.  The  world  is  nothing  to  me. 
Handy,  I  xare  not  for  it,  I  have  liv'd  to  pleafe 
myfelf,  and  fhall  -,  I  court  no  man's  fmiles,  nor 
fhall  I  dread  any  man's  frowns,  they  are  all  alike 
to  me. 

Handy.  There  is  nothing  new  in  this 
doftrine. — ^But  did  you  know  all,  there  is  a 
fomething  that  you  ought  to  care  about,  or  I 
am  greatly  out  in  my  calculations. 

Recluse.     Is  there  ?  What  can  it  be  ? 

Handy..  The  houfe  you  now  live  in,  is  not 
your  own. 

Recluse. 
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Recluse,    Wii^t!  npt  my  owi>  I 

IlANpy-     No,  nor  its  furnicurej  above   zi^ 
hour  longer,  perhaps  not  fo  long* 

Recluse.  What  the  devil !  is  the  under- 
taker cooling  to  Hop  thp  pulfe  in  my  throat  ? 

Handy.  No,  I  have  made  intereft  with 
him  at  laft,  and  lengthened  your  furlough.  But 
the  Ipng  and  the  fliort  of  the  ftory  is  this-^^lVf  r. 
Swindal  has  fent  his  fervant  to^fgrvey  the  pre* 
mifes.  In  Gonfequence  of  your  fuppofed  death  ; 
and  he  himfelf  will  be  here  fhortly  to  take 
pofleffion,  confidering  himfelf  your  heir :  how- 
ever I  did  not  undeceive  the  prodigal. . 

Recluse.  You  afted  well  j  thou  Ibalt  pro- 
fit fpr  this.  What  the  devil  do  the  people 
trouble  themfelves  about  me?'  I  trouble  no 
body. — What !  wou'd  they  have  pofleffion  be- 
fore nature  yields  ?  - 

Handy.  No  doubt  of  that^ — heirs  are  im- 
paficnj:.  But  if  you'll  follow  my  advice,.!  wou'd 
feek  revenge. 

Reclusje.  How  can  I  difcover  the 
leeches  ? 

Handy.  The  eafieft  thing  in  life;  I'll  un- 
dertake to  feparate  your  friends  from,  your 
enemies  j  and  you  fliall  have  ocular  demonftra- 
tion.  , 

Recluse.     Do,  do,  I  like  proof  pofitive, — 

But 
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But  for  all  thiat.  Til  not  give  up  jriy  Otahcite 
nightingale  for  a  Cornifh  jack-daw  neither; 
Well,  if  thou  canft,  by  fome  trick. or  fcheme, 
feparate  nay  friends  from  my  foes  ;  why,  they 
fliall  be  rewarded  at  my  deceafe,  as  I  find  they 
deferve. 

Handy.  I'll  feparate  the  good  metal  from 
the  drofs,  my  life  for  it ;  and  give  you  every 
advantage  you  can  wilh  for :  and  to  accomplifh 
the  bufinefs,  you  yourfelf,  unfeen,  fhall  be  wit- 
nefs  to  our  converfation. 

Recluse.  Excellent !  I  admire  ocular  proofs. 
Handy.     You'll  then  be  enabled  to  form  a 
judgment  of  Mr.  SwindaFs  affeflicn  for  you. 

Recluse.  Right,  fo  I  fliall.  Faith,  Handy, 
I  believe  I  fhall  make  thee  my  heir — yes  I  will ; 
thou  flialt  be  my  heir. 

Handy.  Heaven  forbid  I  fliou'd  ftrengthen 
fuch  an  idea,  when  you  have  a  lawful  fon. 
Befides,  I  fliou'd  not  know  what  to  do  .with  fo 
much  wealth — I  have  no  ambition  to  be  great, 
.  not  I.  If  I  Ihou'd  by  chance  out-live  you; 
why^  if  you  leave  me  a  hundred  or  two  a  year, 
to  place  me  below  the  great,  above  the  lower 
clafs  of  beings,  and  on  a  level  with  the  mid- 
dling, is  all  I  want,  or  wi(h  for. 

Recluse.     Any  thing  but  my  colleftions  is 
at  thy  fervice.     Now,  let's  go,  and  be  in  rea- 
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dinefs  for  the  reception  of  my  heir ;   (going)  J 
feel  impatient,  till  the  experiment  is  over. 

Handy.  Sir,  I  follow  you/  If  I  can  but 
reconcile  him  to  hisf  fon,  I  ftiall  be  more  than 
happy,  (qfide.)  (Exeunt.) 


•••^•^••••••••••••^^•»«»«  •••••••■•  •!•••••••••••  »■*•••    f*« 


SCENE        II. 

StneL  Mi/i  Byron  walking  alone  mtb  an  urn- 
irella,  meeting  Mr.  Swindal — He  ft  arts ^  when 
be  dijeovers  Mijs  Byron. 

SwiND.  Ha !  whom  do  I  fee  ? — my  eyes  fure 
cannot  deceive  me — they  were  feen  on  the  road 
—It  muft  be  Mifs  Byron.  Now  for  a  diiplay  of 
my  gcfnuine  wit,  and  natural  vivacity. — Cou'd 
I  but  fecure  her  confidence,  Mifs  Phoebe  fhou'd 
feek  her  life  thro'  another  channel.— No,  it 
won't  do,  ha!  ha!  Phoebe's  purfe  is  better 
furnilhed.  (walks  up  to  her^  and 'pats  her  on  the 
Jhoulder.) 

Miss  Byrok.  (ftarts)  Lord,  Sir !  What, 
Mr.  Swindal,  is  it  you  ?  you  really  frightened 
me. 

SWIND. 
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SwiND.  Fright'ned !  frightened  at  me  !  ha ! 
ha  !  I  have  a  pretty  knack,  to  be  fure,  of  alarm* 
ing  the  ladies  :  I  always  take  the  fex  by  fur- 
prife,  ha  !  ha  !^  One  of  my  principal  amufements, 
ha!  ha!  ha  !     . 

Miss  Byron.  Infignificant  puppy  !  {ajide) 
'Twas  a  good  joke  to  be  fure,  ha!  ha!  {both 
laugh. ^  ' 

SwiND.  So  it  was,  ha!  ha!  I  love  a  good 
joke,  ha  !  ha  !  ,       ,.V;  . 

'     MisS  Byron.     'Twas  fo  judicious,  fo  well 
timed .-(^tf/A  laugh.) 

SwiND*.  'Twas,  'twas,  'twas,  ha  !  ha!  ha  ! 
I  have  a  peculiar  method  of  timing  things, 
always  in  time,  ha  !  ha !  ha  ! , 

Miss  Byron.  The  manner  in  which  you 
accofted  me  had  fo  ipudi  the  air  of  good 
breeding,  and  fo  witty  withal.—- 

SwiND.  Wit,  wit,  ha!  ha!  ha!  Wit,  ha! 
ha !  I  was  always  rated  firft  wit  among  the 
wits,'ha  !  ha  ! 

Miss  Byron.  And  wou'd  make  an  excel- 
lent prcfident  to  the  boaf^d  of  witlmgs.  ^ 

SwiND.  Right,  right,  ha!  ha!  upon  my 
foul  yoti  are  right- — I  have  manufaftured  for 
the  Morning  Poft,  ha  !•  fome  lines  which  were 
very  pointed. 

Miss  Byron.     Now  is  my  times  his  conceit 
Y  of 
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of  himfelf,  and  a. Kttle  flattery  in  addition  may 
throw  him  off  his  guard  and  lead  to  a  confcf- 
fion.  {dfide)  Your  compofition*,  Sir, .  are  very 
*  poignant  indeed. — ^I  read  the  other  day  in  die 
Morning  Poll,  an  excellent  and  well-dra^vn 
paragraph,  relative  to 'Mr.  Reclufe;  and  a  very 
fair  and  juft  defcription  of  him. 

SwiND.    Did  you  read   it?    ha!   ha!   not 

that  I  fay  it (puts  bis  bands  fo'bis  mouthy  and 

Rifles  a  laugh.) 

Mrss  BvRON*.  All  but  a  confeffion.  (itfidi) 
I  did  with  pleafure  read  it,  and  did  fufpe£t  {nodi) 
fomebody. 

Swi JTD.  No,  no,  ha !  ha  !  pray  don't  now  j 
upon  my  foul  you  ate  a  little  "witch,  ha!  ha!  you 
are  *pon  my  foul,  if  you  difcover  the  author  of 
that  paragraph,  ha !  ha! 

Miss  Byron.  I  thinks  I  canaim^at  the  au- 
dior  to  a  degree  of  certainty  j  there  are  many 
more  on  the  fame  fubjeA,  and  by  the  fame  pen 
too — {looking fieadfaftly  at  him)  Am  I  right? 

SwiND.  (ro»/«/'^i)Welli  welly  upon  my  foul  you 
arc  a  little  forcercfs,  ha !  ha !  I,  I  did  to  be  fure, 
take  a  little  more  than  common- pains,  ha  J^ha ! 
and  the  work  fucceededadmirably  well,  mum* 

Miss  Byron.  I  thought  I  Ihou'd  fqueeze 
a  confeffion  out  of  him.  (afide)  And  you  are 
really  the  author  ? 

SWIND. 
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SwiND.  Npj  np,  no,  upon  pay  honour  I  do 
HQt  confefe  to  1?,  ha  !  ha  t  jho'  to  b?  fur?,  I  can 
fecrete  nothing  from  you,  hal  ha!  you  litUa 
piefletratin^  y^its^,  ypjr* 

£»/^  Grimly,  and  a  Carpenter  with  a  plank. 

Grimly.  Sir,  I  have  execyted  your  com- 
mands thus  far — I  ordered  the  jgrayc ;  and 
fccured  two  chairncien  with  a  horfe,  :who  yfill 
work  him  oflF  in  no  ti;Be. 

SwiNP.  IJa !  l^a  !  ypu'll  tak^  him  off— ufc 
no  ceremony — ha !  ha  ! 

jGrimly.  Sir,  your  ordj^s  (hall  be  executed; 
I'll  difpatch  him,  'tis  foon  done.         (Exeunt.) 

Miss  Byron.  What  may  be  the  profeflioh 
^f  th^t  difmal  lookiqg  crpature  ? 

SwLND.  A  very  uftfulepiployment,  ha  !  ha  ! 
coYer  folks  whep  they  ^become  ofFenfive,  ha !  ha ! 
I  have  juft  employed  the  fellow  to  hide  an  old 
branch  of  the  Reclufe  family. — Old  Reclufe, 
ha  1  ha !  popp'd  off — and  has  adopted  me  his 
.fo|e  lieir,  in  confequence  pf  fome  butterflies,  I 
made  him  a  prefent  off. 

Miss.  Byi\on.  .  He's  cunning  ^amidft  all  his 
puf)pyifm.  Qffide)  Why^  Sir,  he';5  not  dea4  ! 

Swu^D.    Yes,  yes,  y^s  he.  is,  ha !  ha !  as  dead 

as  a  flounder,  upon  my  foul  i  and  I  am  juft 

Y  a  going 
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going  to  take  pofleflion,  pleafant  chough,  eh  ! 

Miss.  Byron.  And  has  adopted  you  his 
heir  ? 

SwiND.  Every  penny  is  mine— fnug,  ha  !  ha  ! 
and  cut  ofF  his  fon  Frank  with  one  (hilling.  I 
pity  the  poor  devil ;  but  he  fhou'd  have  ma- 
naged better,  ha !  ha ! — My  wit,  you  fee,  in 
fcribbling,  and  my  prefents  were  fo  well  timed 
— mum  for  that,  ha  !  ha  ! 

Miss  Byron,  (goings  and  di/covers  uneqfinefs) 
'Tis  very  Angular  indeed  ! 

SwiND.  Not  at  all,  ha  !  ha  !  Suffer  me  to 
fee  you  home. 

Miss  Byron.  You  are  very  polite.  Sir; 
but  I  beg  you  wou'd  not  give  yourfelf  that  un- 
neceffary  trouble. 

SwiND.  Trouble  !  ha !  ha !  *pon  my  foul,  I 
muft  tell  you,  it  will  be  the  greateft  feaft  to  me, 
ha !  ha !  next  to  the  poffeflion  of  Reclufe's  eftate 
^nd  effefts ;  that,  you  know,  heh  !  (lays  bold 
of  her  arm.) 

Miss  Byron.  I  beg.  Sir,  defifti  I  want  no 
afliftance;  I  am  within  a  few  doors  of  Mifs 
PhcEbe  Reclufe's. 

SwiND.  Yes  you  do,  ha  !  ha !  ha !  yes  you 
-dor— Befides  Tm  going  thither  upon  very  p^i- 
cular  bufinefs,  ha  !.ha  !  '  {Exeunt.) 

Several 
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Se*Veral  Undertakers   running  acrofs  the  Stage, 
attended  by  Carpenters  with  hoards'. 

Grimly.  Come,  follow  briflcly,  or^ve  (hall 
be  too  late.  (Exeunt.) 

Finis,  (follows  Irijkly — the  Carpenter  falls , 
and  tumhtes'over  the  hoard)  You  clumfy  rafcal, 
that  very  flip  may  lofe  me  the  job,  and  be  two 
hundred  pounds  out  of  my  pocket. 

Carpenter.     I  have  broke  my  leg,  I  fear. 

Finis.  Damn  your  leg!  hop  oflF  upon  the 
other.  (Joe  hops  along.)  (Exeunt.) 

Coffin,  (and  Carpenter  pafs  very  quick) 
Zounds !  I  fee  them  chace ;  they  have  caught  the 
fcent,  and  will  arrive  at  the  death  before  me. 

(Exeunt.) 


SCENE        III. 

A  Street  J  which  dif covers  Reclufe^s  houfe — Un- 
dertakers ftruggling  to  get  at  the:  door — knock 
and  ring  repeatedly  ^  and  pulling  cne  another  from 
tb4  door — One  gets  half  in  at  the  window,  he  is 
pulled  out  again — then  at  the  doori 

^   FiHST  Unpert*    Th^  body  15  mine, 

y  3  Second 
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SkcoNb  UndierT.  'Tis  Htft  s  I  hfti  the  fli^ 
promife^  ahd  wilt  Tupport  riiy  rl^ht. 

Third  Uundert.  You  fhall  not.  I  pur- 
chaTed  it,  and  'tis  my  property. 

Grimly,    1  gave  an  earneft  of  ten  pounds. 

Coffin.  1  gave  fifteen.  Sir,  j  anff  I  tell  you, 
that  111  k)fc  my  life,  before  t  give  up  the  job. 

(They  pre/s  vidmily,  upm  ^be  ik^r^  Md  iutniU  tme 
tver  jomtbery  mtb  the  Wt^cry  */  Fm  dead  ! 
rmkiird!) 


•  •^•••••••MltWtCtMX*  ••••«!»•«•••( 


S     C    E    N    E        IV. 


Reclufe's  hmtfe.^^Redufe  Jea$edy  ^imdifcovered  by 
SwindaL 


Enter  Swindal  W  Handy. 

irtANDY.  Yes,  Sirj-cny  name  is  Handy,  at 
your  fervice. 

SwiND.  Attny  fervice,  hahl  no  rafcal,  you'll 
not' enter  my  feryice-^-^you  unpolifiicd,  volgar-i— 

My 
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Myfervicc,  ha!  ha!  Are  you  not>  Sir,  a  very  im- 
pertinent fellow,  to,  to  give  orders  for  fuch  an 
cxpenfivc  funcralj,  withpiit  my  confent  ?• 

HANX)y..  Wheii^a  niaa  is  dead,  he  fhou'd 
bp  buric4,  fhou'd,hc  not  ?  a^id  my  affedion  for 
njy  mafter.  Sir,  put  this  projedtrin  my  head,  for. 
the  honour  of  the  family. 

Sw,iNp.  HpnQvr. !  honour  !  prefumption  ! 
'Syhat!  honour  iflue  fprth  from  the  moutih  of  a 
iJjrvant !  I- command  you.  Sir,  to  go  and.pre- 
v£nt,  your  order,  to  Mr.  Coffin j  for  I  have 
con  traded,  with,  Mff  Grimly,  who  will  be  Jiere^ 
this  evening. to  t^  away  the  old  rip:  and  in- 
fteadof  a  hearfe,  Lflia^l  give  him  a.  chairman's . 
horfe,  ha  !  ha ! 

Recluse.    Injdcjed !  a  rip!  a  rip !   {aftde) 

Handy^  Of^  a  chairaun's  horfe!  What, 
my  mafter  have,  no  hearfe;  no  hatrbands, 
fcarfs,  and  mourning  for.  the  richeft  man  in  the 
cpunty  ! 

SwiND^  Hahlnjourning— 'Tis  my  orders. 
Sir,;  I,  fhall  have  ufe^  for  it  all. 

Recluse.  Thou  haft  not  poiTeiSon  yet, 
brute  i  nor  ever  (hall,   (afide^) 

Handy.  No  doubt  of  that,  Sir;  but  I  hope 

ojut  of  fo  much  n^oney,  you'll  fpare  a  little  of 

it:  and  inftead  of  a  cl^airman's  horfe,  you'll 

allow  him  a  Chriftian  burial — the  firft  of  the  fa- 
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mily  that  was  ever  conveyed  on  a  chairman's 
horfe.  Befides,  I  don't  think  him  horfeman 
enough  juft  now  to  bear  the  journey. 

SwiND.  He's  the  firft  of  the  family  that 
difgraced  it,  and  may  be  the  laft: — He  lived  in 
difhonour,  and  his  remains  fhall  be  buried  in 
dilhonour. 

Recluse.  Aye  ! — I'll  difpute  that  prefently* 
— The  butterflies  were  like  to  have  coft  me  dear 
•—but  I  am  convinced —     {afide— withdraws.) ' 

Handy.  I  don't  think  it  very  becoming  of 
you  to  fay  fo- — ^you'U  have  a  pretty  round  fum. 

SwiND.  So  I  ought,  you  dog! — But,  hark 
ye,  I  order  you  out  of  my  houfe. 

Handy.     Your  houfe! 

SwiND.  Hah,  my  houfe;  yes.  Sir,  my 
houfe ;  and  you  fhall  out  on't ;  but  firft  give  me 
the  keys,  and  fhew  me  the  valuables. 

Handy.  I'll  deliver  up  no  keys.  And  I 
tell  you,  that  'twas  willed  by  my  mafter,  that  you 
was  not  to  take  pofTeflion,  till  twelve  days  after 
his  deceafe ;  and  'till  that  term  is  iexpired,  I'm 
mafter  of  this  houfe,  and  fhall  put  niy  privilege, 
to  the  proofs  and  I  teU  you  to  quit  this  houfe, 
or  I'll  fwear  a  burglary  againft  you. 

SwiND.  (alarmed)  What, hang  a  gentleman ! 
Dama  the  fellow!  if  I  don't  retreat,  he  may 
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cut  my  throat ;  and  take  poiTeffion  of  all  the 
valuables  himfelf.  (aftde.)  {Exit.) ' 

'  Handy.  (Jolus)  I  hope  young  Reclufe  will 
aft  a  more  generous  part — ^I  wou'd  apprize  him 
of  the  trial ;  *'  but  if  he  wears  the  fpur5,  he  fhall 
**  win  them"— -I  am  furprifed  the  report  has 
not  brought  him  hither  before  how,,  to  learn 
his  fortune. 

Recluse,  {calling  within)  Handy,  here  Handy. 

Handy.     Well,  what  do  y^u  want  ? 

Reentir  Recluse  in  a  hurry. 

'  Recluse.  Come,  Handy,  and  fee  the  moth  9 
Flycatcher  has  juft  caught  it,  'tis  very  curious : 
why  don't  you  come  along  ? 

{Exit  Reclufe  in  a  hurry.) 
Handy.      As  curious  as  the  Cornilh  jack- 
daw, I  fuppofe  i  but  I'm  (calls  again)  coming. 

(Exit.} 


SCENE      V. 

Enter  Cad  gut,  and  her  lover  Handy. 
Cadgut.     Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  he  feems  violently 
in  love,  appears  to  me.  Handy,  a  wretch  {o 

mercenary; 
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roardoar^f;  thatiliwou'dnotmanrjihim^  HQ^.tf: 
hp^wastas  rich  as  your^maftcr^ 

Ha^iwy*  ]tra<3A^the  moxie  obliged  to  vyau^  to 
ppefer  a  map  tha^pofiefie$  nothing.  ^uD  fimpte^ 
love^  when  you  may-  become  miftref^'Ofi  thoiUh-. 
faiids» 

Cad  ooi^.  Perhaps  the  more  valiiaj[)le»  tfihce 
money  alome  cannot  purchafe  happincfsi  \rfiichi 
is,  the  very,  fruit  dfr  Ipy^et-rrl^left  ^i^urcd,  th^|t, 
not  even  the  firft  fortune^  in,  England  Ihou'd 
tempt  me  to  forfeit  a  promife,  when  'tis  in  my 
power  to  perform  it. 

Handy*.    Generous  wonnahh 

C^j^owrr.  ^Qtr  the  prefent,  \fell  fpt  loye 
afid^fapd  R^ced  to^xecnte  my  defigni  mar-, 
ry  Mr.  Archly  to  Mif^  Eh«be ;;  an4*  difjgiiifq, 
l)f.e%.t^gxrfC^c<>9^-maid,  for  Swindal. 

l^ifpy^.  Afl  excellent  t|io\)ght^  hf!  ^^  ^ 
by  alt.  W?3ns  to.  thc^  <;^ook-m^d. 

QAjp9t7T.  It  will  fecure,  ha !  ha !  it  will  fecurc 
to  her  at  leaft  a  maintenance  for  life  i  and  him 
from  further  rogueries,  ha !  ha ! 

Handy.     So  it  mil.  (htb  laugk^ 

J^nter  Robert. 

Ropi^RT.  Mr.  TacHv{ell,  ^h^^arfottj^  h  o^oae 
to.  miflxefs^  he  fjiy^ 
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CASGifr.  Yttf  y^W,  Robert^  yoii'll  tell 
him  t6  trait. 

ROfffiRt.  Yes,  Mrs*  Cadgut— Mrs*  Cadgui^ 
I  fear  'tis  all  over  with  her  now* 

Capo0t.    All  over,  Robert  f 

Robert.  'Tis  I^rn  fure;^  I,  hope  3K)ih*ll 
fpeak  a  good  word  for  me  with  the  execunonersa 
for  a  fuit  of  mourning. 

CADGufT.    For  a  ftiit  of  mourning! 

RoiUBRT.  I  fliau'd  like  to  be  in  mourning 
for  her;  iiH>'  I  got  nothing  by  her  lift,  yow 
word,  Mrs.  Cadgut,  with  the  undertakers,  m^ 
get  me  a  trifle  by  her  death. 

Caikjut.  I  really  don't  ^omprchenU  yow 
meaning. 

Robert.  Nothing  fo  clear,-  deadly  figns 
yoQ  know,  Mrs.  Cadgut,  when  parfons  begin 
Co  ^y ;  yes,  yes,  it  muft  be  all  oyer  with 
her  now.— I  never  knew  her  pray  before,  but 
when  the  coach  overturned  her  going  to  Mr. 
Emulfion's— f— ^  Lwd  I  I  left  the  becr-cfock 
a  running.  (Exit.) 

Cadgut^  Ha!  ha!  ha!  poor  Robert  is 
quite  out  in  his  conjedures,  jQie't  not  fo  near 
death  as  he  apprehends. 

Handy.  If  this  report  goes  abroad,  you*ll 
be  peflered  to  death  with  undertakers^  as  I 
have  been, 
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Cadgut.  I  fancy  that  may  be  the  reafdn, 
why  Mr.  Coffin,  Grinmly  and  family  have  been 
fo  civil  to  me  of  late ;  they  are  perpetually  teaz- 
ing  me  with  cards  of  invitation. 

Handy.  Should  Mifs  Phoebe  make  her 
exit,  the  obje6|:  o(  their  civility  will  (bon  out. — 
The  undertakers  have  as  watcjiful  an  eye  over 
the  faculty  movements,  as  the  faculty  have 
over  their  patients  circumftances. 

Cadout.  To  be  fure  they  are  a  neceflary 
fort  of  people ;  yet  one  can't  help  being  (hocked 
at  theix  unreafonablc  applications.  WcU,  Handy, 
now  to  bring  Mr.  Archly  ^nd  my  miftrcfs  tq 
an  interview ;  (going)  that  he  may  f^ve  her  life, 
and  fecure  to  himfelf  a  wife  and  independence.  - 

Handy.  May  the  parfon  foon  tack  them 
together  i  and  Nelly  the  old  cook  to  Swindal. 
(^kcth  laugh.)  {Exeunt^y 


SCENE      VL 

Miss  P«0EBE  leaning^  upon  Cadgut — ^  J9fha 
in  th^  RoQf^*' 

Miss  Phoebe.     I  feel,  Cadgut,  furprifingly 

recovered^-. 
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recovered — I  have  not  been  fo  free  from  pains 
this  ten  years. 

Cadout.  Your  ftomach  has  not  been  fo 
free  from  medicine  this  ten  years. 

Miss  Phoebe.  Mr.  Emulfion  gave  me  leave 
to  abftain — He,  he's  very  Ikilful^  Cadgut. 

Cadgut.  'Tis  very  fingiilar,  he  never  ex- 
ercifed  his  fkill  before,  and  found  out  the  nature 
of  your  complaint. 

Miss  Phoebe.  My  complaint,  he  fays,  h 
of  fo  Angular  a  nature,  that  in  all  his  prafticc 
he  never  had  a  patient  whofe  complaint  was 
fimilar  to  mine. 

Cadgut.     Faith,  I  believe  fo.  (ajde.) 

Miss  Phoebe.  Tho'  he  has  turned  over 
volumes  innumerable,  in  fearch  of  cafes  like 
mine,  he  has  only  found  two  ;  which  were  two 
young  ladies,  patients  to  ^fculapius,  the  great 
God  of  phyfic,  who  made  ^  perfedk  cure  of  the 
poor  things. 

.  Cadgut.  Silly  creature !  (aJiJe)  He  muft 
have  been. a  great  god  indeed.  Did  he  pre- 
fcribe  thefe  poor  things  medicine  ? 

Miss. Phoebe.  No,  child,  .he  advifed  them 
matrimony,  matrimony,  Cadgut ! 

Cadgut.  Pleafant  advice  enough,  I  lhou*d 
think,  for  maiden  ladies. 

Miss 
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Mii^s  Fhpejss.  I  ^m  Inclined  4o  think  ip, 
child. 

Cadout.  Mr*  EmUMi^n,  1  fiifipfi^*  iias 
advifed  the  fame  reincdy  to  you,  xm^^rxi  i , 

Misjs  Phoebe.  Mr  EmuHion  is  iwrjr  in- 
telligent* 

.Capgut,  Then  yom  ^c  determined  to  be 
.married  ? 

Miss  Phoebe*  We  (hou'd  not  rebel  again^ 
.the  faculty,  I  therefore  left  it  to  Mr.  Eqiulfion, 
who  knows  what's  beft  for  me;  not,  that  I-^ — r 
child,  but  life  is  defirable.  Catgut. 

Cadgut.  I  wifh  you  gbod  luck,  and  I^opp 
'twill  .anfwer  your  expedt^tions. 

Mjss  Phoebe*  Mr.  Eniulfion  has  ;npt  a 
doubt. — I  hope,  child,  you'll  not  think  of  leav- 
ing me;  you  will  have  no  objedion.to  a  m^fte^* 
I  thiok  Mr.  Swindal.is  half  a  minute  after  Jiis 
time. .  (iapkmja^  her  watch.) 

Cadgitt,   He  has  been  in  waiting  fomc  time. 

,Miss  Phoebe.   {rifingfrQm  tbeJopba^ngrMy) 

Jn  waiting!  Ca4g.ut^  fay  you  in  j^^tii^  !  .^oji 

why  in  the  name  of  health  did  you  ^npt  tdl 

xne  ?   O  dqar  !  O  !  dear  !  how  cou'd  ypujcrve 

me  fo  ? 

Capgut.  Ijpnd>  it>a'am!  I  did^n^tlqiGW 
the  cafe  was  fo  urgenjtly  prefl3ng»--JHuftia^- 
m^d  1  {afide.) 

Miss 
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Miss  Pho£bb.     Urgent!  yes,  and.k  ks  na- 
tOFC  extremely;  prelTing. 

Cadgut.     I  think  it  out  of  all  aattnre,  fiir 

age  and  injfirmitics  to  have  adefirefor  preflingi 

but  her  'Appetite  ^proves  the  contraiy.    (tifide)'! 

am  extremely  forry,   I  Ihoo'd  pmitany  thh^, 

?that  might  contribute  to  your  health  andlamufe- 

meflt O  !  here' he  comes,  Lfugpofe  ^is.he' 

——I  proteft  he's.a;fine  creature. 

Mi&s  'Fhobbe.   Where  !  where  !-^Upon»my 

^honour,  he  looks  well ;  and  if  we  may  judge 

"^^from  the  countenance,  .he.fecras  full  of  health, 

^affability,    and  good  htrniour— JExaftly  what 

rMr.  rEmulfion  «defcrib!d.       .Go,  Cadgut,  »go, 

go !  withdraw !  begone  !  go,  leave  me,  I  fay ! 

C AOXOUT. .  (afidi)  Impatience,  nukes  .her  in- 

fdt  me  i  but  I'm  before  hand.  (Exit. J 

Enter  ARtrHLT  ferfonafing  S^indah 

.Mjss  Phoebe.  Sir,  Sir,  I  conceive — I  un* 
^derftand,  you  are  acquainted—that  is— ^I  mean 
to,  to  fay.  Sir,  you  are  Mr.  Eraulfion's,  good 
friend,  whom  he.  fpoke  fo  handfbniely  of. 

Archly.     My  name  is  Swindal,  Madani. 
What  a  pretty  confufion  fhe  is  in.  (ajtde.) 

!Miss  Phoebe.  Mr.  -  Swindal,  Sir,  you  do 
me, honour. 

Archly. 
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AliciHLy.     Madam,  the  honour  is  done  me; 
I  feel  my  bofom  glowing  widi  love,  gratitude,  ] 
and  delight. 

Miss  Phoebe.  Sweet  fellow !  {afide)  Sir, 
Mr.  Swindal,  you  are  very,  very  flattering, 
indeed,  Mr.  Swindal. 

Archly.  Flattery  ! — O  !  Mifs  Phoebe,  I 
was  tranfixed  with  your  charms,  long,  long, 
before  I  beheld  the  heavenly  image,  that  throws 
luftre  on  my  anxious  foul. — Ah  !  madam,  Mr. 
Emulfion*s  defcription  of  you  rendered  my 
moments  miferable,  anxious  to  a  degree  of 
phrenzy:  but  now.  Heaven  has  conveyed  me 
hither  j  my  heart's  tranfported — my  very  foul 
is  on  the  rack. 

Miss  Phoebe.  Lovely  creature  !  both  har- 
mony and  love  unite  in  him.  {a-fide)  Pray,  Sir, 
be  of  comfort ;  I  aflure  you,  Mr.  Swindal,  that 
I,  I  poffefs  a  great  ftiare  of  fellow-feeling ;  be 
comforted.  Sir.  Poor  creature !  already  wounded 
—Aye,  I  always  called  myfelfhandfome.  {afide.) 

Archly.  There. can  be  no  comfort  left  me, 
unlefs  UMi  deign  to  fmile  with  approbation — 
(on  bis  knees)  Suffer  me  not,  I  befeech  you,  to 
fall  a  vi(5tim  to  love  ! 

Miss  Phoebe.  Ingratitude  is  foreign  to  niy 
bofom — rife,  I  pray  you,'  good  Mr.  Swindal. 

This 
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This  is  love  to,  to,  almoft  in  perfcftion;  {afide— 
getting  uf.^ 

Archly.  Such  fine  feelings  can  flow  only 
from  a  virtuous  bofom  like  your*s ;  the  very 
nurfery  of  female  pcrfcftion  : — I  cou'd  pour  out 
my  foul  into  your  lap. 

Miss  Phoebe.  Charming  !  delightful !  {afide) 
Dear  Sir,  dear  Mr.  Swindal,  I,  I  aflc  your 
pardon;  will  you  be  feated  ? 

Archly.  1  lhou*d  be  happy  in  accepting 
your  kind  offer ;  but,  but,  hem  !  I  underftand 
by  our  worthy  friend,  Mr.  Emulfion,  that  delays 
arc  dangerous. 

Miss  Phoebe.  Delays,  to  be  fure,  are  often 
produftive  of  misfortunes. 

Archly.  Extremely  foj  therefore,  as  Mr. 
Tackwell  is  prepared. 

Miss  Phoebe.  Is  he  ready — this  way — 
(going)  this  way,  Mr.  Swindal — this  way. 

Archly.  Firft,  permit  me  to  encircle  the  fwect 
objedl  of  my  love  in  my  trembling  arms  (pta- 
ting  his  arm  round  her  waift.) 

Mi»s  Phoebe.  Trembling  !  This  way,  this 
way,  Mr.  Swindal. 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE      I. 

Enter  Recluse  and  Handy. 

Handy. 

T)I7ELL,  Sir,  I  hope  that  you'll  acknow- 
ledge once  in  your  life  time,  to  be  out  in 
your  judgment. 

Recluse.  1  am  right  in  my  judgment— 
I  know  the  moth  is  of  the  thirty -fecond  tribe. 

Handy.  Confound  the  moth,  and  the  tribe 
too  i — ^Why  not  attend  to  other  bufinefs  for  one 
minute  ?  What  think  you  now  of  Mr.  Swindal  ? 
a  very  promifing  fellow,  fo  grateful,  and  he 
fpeaks  fo  afFeftionately  of  you,  does  he  not  ? 

Recluse.  Curfe  his  affeftion— I  wifh  he 
were  hanged;  I  wou'd  procure  the  body, 
fluff  it,  and  expofe  it  to  public  view  as  a  mon- 
fler. 

Handy.  You  have  lived  in  the  world  for 
fomethingi  to  make  choice  at  lafl  of  fuch  an 
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heir,  that  will  not  allow  his  benefa6lor  a  Chrif- 
tian  buriaL 

Recluse.  I  difclaim  him  for  ever  5  he  fhall 
not  be  a  butterfly  the  better  for  me. 

Handy.  Charming  !  {aftde)  Then  you  have 
an  heir  to  iCeek  for. 

Recluse.  I  have  not,  thou  fhalt  be  my  heir. 

Handy.  I  have  no  right  to  it,  nor  do  I 
expeft  it : — why  not  forgive  your  fon,  and  let 
things  go  on  in  the  right  channel. — As  you 
have  got  in  the  habit  of  trying  difpofitionsi 
why  not  give  him  a  trial  ?  If  he  comes,  I  wou'd 
give  him  a  chance  however : — If  he  is  affec- 
tionate, I  wou'd  encourage  him ;  but  if  he  is 
otherwifc — ^why,  I'll  never  more  fay  a  word  in 
his  favour,  (looks  off)  Hah !  I  believe  he's 
coming — yes  he  is,  'tis  he,  Fm  fure. 

Recluse.  Is  he,  is  he  ?^  What,,  and  Where 
fhall  I  go  ? 

Handy.  Here,  here,  in  here  1  get  into  this 
bear-fkin,  and  lay  in  that  corner. 

Recluse.  Good,  good,  I  will,  I  will,  (put^ 
Hng  it  cm,  and  lies  down.) 

Enter  Frank  Recluse. 

Frank  Recuse.     How  do  you.  Handy  ?  I 

undcrftand  that  my  poor  father  lies  dead ;  and  has 
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difinherited  me,  and  adopted  Mn  Swindal  to  be 
his  heir. 

Handy.  The  firft  afflifts  me ;  and  I  am 
<Jiftreft  at  the  other. 

Frank  Recluse.  My  poor  deluded  father ! 
however,  what  has  been  done  cannot  now  be  re- 
verfed,  and  I  mull  bear  up  my  fpirits  againft  the 
tide  of  difappointment  i  there  is  no  other 
alternative. 

Handy.  I  am  forely  grieved  at  any  difap- 
pointment that  overtakes  you.  I  can  aifure 
you.  Sir,  that  I  ufed  every  effort  in  my  power 
with  your  fether,  to  fecure  to  you  your  right 
and  patrimony. 

Frank  Recluse.  I  thank  you  for  your 
friendly  intentions — I  hope  he  has  made  fome 
provifion  for  you. 

Handy.  Not  a  Ihilling,  Sir,— yet — 'twas 
not  his  fault. 

Frank  Recluse.  Make  yourfelf  happy  on 
that  head — you  are  an  old  faithful  fervant  of 
my  father's  ;  and  altho*  my  income  is  but  fmall, 
part  of  it  fhall  be  devoted  to  your  fervice,  for 
your  fidelity  and  attention  to  him. 

Handy.  O  Sir  !  you  are  too  good — I  cou'd 
in  my  heart  tell  him  his  father  is  not  dead,  and 
caution  him  of  his  danger ;  but  that  it  may  put 
his  virtue  to  the  proof,  (dfide.) 

Frank 
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Frank  Recluse.  Thy  ferviccs  to  my  fa- 
ther" lay  claim  on  his  family ;  and  as  far  as  *cis 
in  my  power,  you  ftiall  not  be  unrewarded. — 
"What  principally  brought  me  hither  was,  a 
concern  about  his  funeral.  The  heirs  of  Glad- 
wcU-Hall,  have  for  centuries  been  buried  in 
B,  manner  worthy  of  their  fortunes  and  family, 
and  fo  fhall  my  father  at  my  expence,  was  it 
to  cod  me  the  laft  ihilling :  although  he  has 
aded  fo  ungenerous  a  part  by  me,  he  was  my 
father.  Mr.  Swindal,  I  underftand,  reprobates 
his  poor  remains — fpurns  the  hand  that  fed  him, 
and  declares,  that  his  funeral  expence  fhall  not 
exceed  fifty-fhillings ;  but  I  fhall  take  care  to 
defeat  his  ungrateful  dccifion-.^-'What  is  that, 
pray,  lies  there  ? 

Handy.     A  bear's  flfin. 

Frank  Recluse.  A  bear's  fkin !  Why  it 
moves.   {Reclufe  Sen.  getting  up  in  tbejkin.) 

Recluse.  Ay,  a  bear's  fkin  ;  but  it's  conr 
tents  arc  worfe  than  a  bear,  wolf,  or  devil. 
{embracing  him)  'Tis  thy  father,  (takes  it  off.) 

Frank  Recluse.     My  father  !    alive  too  ! 

Recluse.  Ay,  my  boy  !  thy  father  is  alive; 
and  thy  tendernefs  for  hisjuppofed  remains, 
has  not  only  made  thy  peace,  but  thee  mafler  of 
Gladwell-Hall,  and  all  he  pofiefTes — ^Every  acre 
fhall  be  thine. 

Z  3  Handy. 
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Handy.  Happy  union  !  my  every  wifti  5s 
now  complete,  (afide.) 

Frai^k.  Recluse.  Sir,  with  fubmiffion,  you 
have  my  thanks ;  and  I  flatter  myfelf,  that  I 
ftiall  not. prove  unworthy  your  goodnefs. — If 
not  top  intruding,  Sir,  may  I  be  bold  to  enquire 
into  the  myftery — your  reafon  for  propagating 
the  report  of  your  death. 

Recluse.  My  joy  has  robb'd  me  of  rccol- 
ledlion;  Handy  know3  more  of  the  bufinefs, 
than  I  do,  and  I  refer  thee  to  him  for  an  ex- 
planation, (addr effing  himfelf  to  Handy)  Handy, 
my  worthy  friend,  Fm  indebted  to  thee  for  this 
happinefs,  {turning  to  his  Jon)  and  fo  art  thou, 
my  boy,  for  thy  good  fortune  i  he  never  loft 
fight  of  thy  intereft,  he  always  was  full  of  thy 
praife,  and  recorpmending  to  me  reconciliation. 

Frank  Recluse.  I  am  eblig'd  to  him,  and 
I  can  only  add,  that  his  intereft  fliall  be  mine. 

Handy.  In  gratitude  for  what  yon  have 
faid,  I  thank  you.  Sir  \  what  has  been  done,  was 
the  efFeft  of  chance,  and  I  cannot  fee,  that  a 
man  in  doing  what  is  juft  and  right,,  is  to  claim 
to  himfelf  fo  much  merit. 

Frank.  Recluse.  True,  but  there  are  but 
few  men,  who  poflefs  your  feelings. — And  fmall 
is  the  number,  that  have  honefty  enough  to  give 
them  their  full  efFecfl. 

2  Handy. 
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Handy.     O!  Sir. 

Frank  Recluse.  I  mean,  who  have  honefty 
enough  to  adt  up  to  their  profeffions.  But  ypu 
have  done  more,  and  unfolicited,  you  fupport- 
ed  a  man,  who  had  not  the  opportunity  of 
defending  his  own  caufe, — Condemned  in  the 
opinion  of  a  father.  But  you.  Handy,  ftood  in 
the  gap,  the  champion  of  juftice^  fought  fdr 
union  without  pay,  and  conquered  without  pro- 
motion in  view. 

Recluse.  O!  niy  boy,  thy  w^ords  rekindle 
thofc  fenfations,  that  inattentive  folly  had  well 
nigh  fmothered. 

Frank  Recluse.  What  then,  could  I  have 
done.  Sir,  to  havp  thus  merited  your  difpleafure  ? 

Recluse.  Reafon,  my  boy,  I  fear  will  make 
up  but  a  very  fmall  part  in  my  defence:  how- 
ever, put  off  my  trial  for  the  prefent.  (a  noife 
within)  What  noife  is  that.  Handy  ? 

Handy.  Mr.  Swindal,  or  the  Undertaker, 
I  fuppofe,  coming  to  take  pofleffion.  (Flycatcher 
enters  in  a  fright y  his  hair  on  end.) 

Recluse.   Why  in  this  hurry? 

Flycatc.  Death's  zervants,  zir,  are  come  ; 
Matter  CofEn,  or  zume  zuch  name,  to  vedch 
fomebody  along,  as  they  fay.  {violent  noife 
within.) 
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Enter  Coffin,  Finis,  and  Grimly,  joftling  one 
another  i  and  their  faces  bloody. 

Finis.     Oh!  Mr.  Handy. 

Coffin.  Friend,  Handy,  all  is  ready. — ^I'll 
lay  him  out  in  a  crack.  . 

Grimly.  You  I  the  job  is  mine.  Sir,  Mr. 
Swindal  gave  me  the  preference. 

Handy.     Hold!    hold!  be  more  gentle.— - 
What  are  you  murdering  one  another  ? 

Coffin.  Gentle  enough,  when  the  breath  is 
out ! 

Recluse.  Not  fo  gentle !  ^I  tell  you  the 
breath  is  in,  favages  :  {he  raps  them  with  afiick) 
what  wou'd  you  fcrew  me  up  alive,  {they  fiani 
amazed)  ferve  me,  as  you  did  the  Nabob  with 
your  thumb,  your  pulfing,  and  your  grafping  ? 

Coffin,  Sir,  are  you  the  dead  body,  for 
whom  I  have  been  preparing  a  depofit  in  fo 
fumptuous  a  manner  ? 

Recluse.  Sumptuous  a  manner!  I  am  the 
live  body,  murderer !  You  have  been  preparing 
for  a  depofit,  as  you  call  it,  in  the  way  of  bufi- 
nefs. 

Coffin.  Sir!  Sir!  I'm  forry,  if  IVe  given 
you  caufe  of  offence,  and  more  fo  for  my  dif- 
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appointment  j  your  not  dying  is  a  heavy  Ibfs  to 
me ;  but>  I  hope  you'll  make  me  fome  repara- 
tion for  the  great  expence  I  have  been  at. 
(Reclufe  looking  at  bim  witbjtlent  contempt)  Mr. 
Handy,  you'll  reimburfe  my  fifteen,  pounds,  as. 
the  fcheme  did  not  take. 

Finis.  Aye,  and  return  me  too,  my  ten 
pounds,  or  FU  give  you  a  little  law. 

Handy.  Juftice  has  no  need  of  thatj  I  have 
put  it  out  to  intereft  in  the  hands  of  charitable 
hunqianity. 

Coffin.  What  the  devil  have  I  to  do  witli 
your  humanity,  and  your  charity  ? 

Recluse.  I  firmly  believe  fo,  indeed  j  and 
this  piece  of  humanity  was  entirely  accidental. 

Grimly.  You  are  right.  Sir,  ha!  ha!  ha! 
Upon  my  foul,  gentlemen,  you  cut  a  pretty 
figure  here,  expofing  yourfelves,  as  well  as  your 
profeflion  -,  a  nice  take-in  this,  ha  !  ha  !  caught 
in  your  ov^n  traps,  not  even  bribery  cou'd  fuc- 
ceed,  ypiip  feryant,  ha !  ha  I  ha!  (ExU.y 

Coffin  and  Fi;j!*is,  looking  at  each  other  foolijhly. 

Coffin.  If  I  had  my  money  back  again — 
Confound  your  charitable  purpofes.  (going 
baftiiy.) 

fiNis. ,  So  fay  I,  and  humanity  t6o.  (going.) 

Recluse-. 
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Recluse.  Hold!  hold!  death-hunters,  a 
word  before  we  part ;  as  for  you,  Mr.  Coffin,  I 
fiiall  bring  you  to  juftice. — I  have  your  own 
words  in  evidence  againft  you,  which  are  ftrong 
enough  to  affeft  your  life. 

Coffin.  You  had  better  fay  nothing,  and 
keep  your  ignorance  to  yourfclf  j  a  confeffion 
out  of  court,  and  before  trial,  argues  nothing 
without  evidence. — That  for  your  juftice.  (Jnaps 
his  fingers.) 

Recluse,  {making  up  to  him. — Exeunt  Coffin 
and  Finis y  hajiily)  This  laft  fpeech  completes  the 
knave. — What  ah  audacious  rafcal  ! — Well, 
my  boy,  I  ihall  next  repair  thy  injuries,  by 
making  thee  happy,  if  land  and  money  can 
make  thee  fo,  Vm  all  compliance  to  thy  will 
and  pleafure. 

Frank  Recluse.  Sir,  I  thank  you  5  money 
is  one  great  ingredient  towards  happinefs ;  yet 
'tis  not  the  principal  one  in  my  opinion. — ^Your 
generofity  to  me,  fhall  not  make  me  lefs  fo  to 
you ;  and  with  your  leave,  Ifhall  make  you  full 
confeflion,  when  I  hope  to  meet  your  approba- 
tion, and  obtain  your  confent.  I  have  had  an 
honeft  attachment  for  a  young  lady,  of  little 
fortune,  but  of  great  worth,  and  virtue. — She's 

an  orphan,  friendiefs,  and  unproteded. 

•  .  .  • 
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Recluse.  Give  me  thy  hand,  thou  ftialt  be 
her  prop.  (Jhake.hands)  I  am  glad  on't,  I  like 
thy  plan,  my  boy. — Never  mind  her  fortune,  I 
have  enough  for  you  both,  if  ftie's  a  good  girl ; 
and  a  great  deal  too  much,  if  ftie's  a  bad  one. — 
What  may  be  her  name  ? 

Frank  Recluse.  Mifs  Byron,  the  daughter 
of  the  late  Sir  James  Byron,  an  old  friend,  and 
fellow  collegian  of  yours. 

Recluse.  So  he  was,  fo  he  was;  a  very 
worthy  man,  I  approve  of  the  match,  I  like  it, 
I'm  pleas'd. — Come  lets  withdraw,  (going)  and 
hurry  on  the  bufinefs  ;  I  ftiall  not  be  cafy  till 
matters  are  brought  to  a  conclufion. — Come 
along  you  young  rogue,  you  dear  boy. — Come, 
Handy,  I  fliall  want  thy  affiftancc  to  examine 
fome  papers,  thou  doll  know  more  of  my  affairs, 
than  I  do;  that  fettled,  we'll  go  to  my  fitter 
Phoebe's,  make  peace  with  her,  and  be  at  peace 
with  all  the  world. — Come  Fraoky,  come  my 
boy. 

Frank  Recluse.  Sir,  with  pleafure  I  fol- 
low you.     .  (Exeunt.J 
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SCENE        II, 

Enter  Handy,  dijcovers  Cadgut  on  the  opfojite 
Jidc, 

Handy.  Hah  !  my  dear  Cadgut,  {running 
np  to  her)  the  very  perfon  I  wanted  to  fee.— 
Having  a  few  minutes  to  fpare,  I  haften*d  to 
inform  you,  that  I  am  the  herald  of  the  moft 
joyful  tidings. — I  have  at  length  come  off  vic- 
torious, and  Fm  now  the  happieft  of  mortals. 
— I  have  defeated  the  villain,  Swindal,  in  his 
bafe  dcfign,  and  have  made  both  father  and  fon 
happier  than  words  can  exprefs. 

Cadgut.  Then  I  prefume,  you  have  brought 
about  the  wiflied-for  reconciliation. 

Handy.  I  have  my  girl,  I  have  j  the  old 
gentleman  is  brought  to  a  fenfe  of  his  error,  and 
has  receiv'd  his  fon  into  his  bofom,  with  tran- 
fports  of  the  moft  cordial  affeftion  :  and  while 
in  his  father'i.fond  embraces,  he  made  him  full 
confeflion  of  his  attachment  to  Mifs  Byron, 
which  he  liftened  to  with  approbaticMt  and  de- 
light.— All  parties  are  agreeable,  the  wedding 
fixed  on  5  and  upon  the  marriage,  the  young 
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-folks  are  to  have  full  pofleffion  of  Glad  well-hall, 
and  every  acre  thereunto  belonging. 

Cad  GUT.  From  my  heart,  I  am  glad  to  hear 
of  their  good  fortune,  and  fincerely  wifh  them 
a  life  of  uninterrupted  happinefs. 

Handy.  There's  no  fear  of  happinefs,  when 
their  hearts  are  fo  well  difpofed,  and  fo  much 
virtue  and  real  worth  united.  But  now  for  a 
{takingher  hand)  piece  of  news,  which  will  bring 
our  feelings  home  to  blifs  and  love  too. — My  old 
Mafter  has  in  his  goodncfs  given  me,  for  ever, 
the  Grove  Villa,  with  one  hundred  acres  of 
meadow  ground,  which  furround  it,  for  my  fer- 
vices;  nor  has  dear  Frank  been  Icfs  kind.— 
He  likewife  has  given  me  a  promife  of  an  an- 
nuity of  one  hundred  pounds  for  life,  for  my 
attention  to  his  intereft,  and  attachniient  to  his 
perfon. — What  now,  my  Cadgut,  can,  bar  the 
way  to  our  mutual  happinefs  ?  Nothing,  no- 
thing \  let's  put  our  promife  to  the  proof,  by 
being  married,  retire  to  the  Grove  Villa,  and 
live  as  happy  as  love  and  independancc  can 
make  us. — For  the  prefent  adieu  !  my  dear  girl 
adieu !  I  have  outftaid  my  time,  and  my  ab- 
fence  will  retard  their  bufmefs.  (Exit.) 

Handy  re-enters. 

'*     Handy.    A  word  more  before  I  go. — ^Let 
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not  our  union  make  you  forget  Nelly,  and  the 
loving  Swindal's  matrimony,  ha !  ha !  ha  1  'twill 
be  a  bleffed  match. 

Cadgut*  Well  thought  on,  our  own  good 
fortune  had  made  me  almoft  forget  theirs.— I, 
I  am  alarmed ;  perhaps  Swindal  has  been  in 
waiting  fometime,  and  has  made  fome  difco- 
very.  (going.) 

Handy.  Then  for  heaven's  fake,  ufe  all 
poffible  difpatch  to  accelerate  their  union,  that 
accomplifticd,  will  render  all  complete. 

(Exeunt  Jeparatitn.) 


SCENE        III. 

E7iter  Swindal,  Cadgut,  and NelLy. — Nelly 
in  a  chair y  ferfonating  Mijs  Pbcebey  whom  Cad- 
gut drives  before  ber.^^Swindal  with  his  hand 
on  the  chair. 

SwiND*     My  deary,    my  lovee,    how  arc 
you  now  ? 

Nelly.     Oh!  oh! 

CADqUT, 
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Cadgut.     Are  yoir  better,  madam  ? 

Nelly.     Oh! 

S w  I N  D .     Did  my  chicken  fay  ftie  was  worfe  ? 

Nelly.     Oh! 

Cadgut.  (ta  Swindal)  She  certainly  is  not 
long  for  this  world — ihall  I  fend  for  Mn 
Emulfion. 

SwiND.  No,  no,  he'll  come  prefently,  'tis 
all  in  good  time* — There  are,  already,  too  many 
old  bills  in  evidence  againft  her,  without  creating 
new  ones. 

Cadgut.  Lord,  Sir!  if  Ihe  was  to  die 
without  affiftance- 

SwiND.  If  (he  dies,  (he  dies. — We  muft  all 
die,  Mrs.  Cadgut. 

Cadgut.  What  a  tender  creature,  {aftde) 
Very  true,  indeed.  Sir,  we  muft  all  go,  fooner, 
or  later. — How  are  you  now,  madam  ?  Are  you 
better  ? 

Nelly.  Oh  !  take  me,  I  want  to  lay  down. 
Oh  !   'twill  be  a  long  fleep. 

SwiND,  I  hope  it  will,  (afide)  Take  her 
away,  wheel  her  off. 

Cadgut.  Will  you.  Sir,  come  and  affift. 
(going)  She  cannot  furvive  this.  I  hear  the 
rattles  in  her  throat. 

SwiND.  If  they  rattle,  they  rattle — deadly 
figns. — So  much    the  better,   (afide. — Exeunt 
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Nelly  and  Cadgut)  Away,  away  i  1  fhou*d  not 
hiave  married  her,  if  there  was  a  probability  of 
her  living ;  but  Iher  little  fortune,  in  addition 
to  her  brother's,  gives  me  full  poffeffion  of  the 
whole  in  the  Reclufe  family.  There  never  was 
filch  a  fortunate  rafcal,  ha !  ha !  ha !  this  is  dif- 
patching  bufinefs  to  fome  purpofe.  So,  fo, 
here  comes  Emulfion.— His  arrival  is  too  late, 
ha  !  ha!  ha!  Not  a  (hilling,  my  dear  brother-in- 
law,  ha !  ha ! 

Enter  Emulsion,  ^ith  ajcroll  of  pafer* 

Emuls.  Friend  Swindal,  I  fuppofe — I  f)ip- 
pofe  by  your  laughing,  'tis  all  over. — ^We  have 
performed  the  cure,  ha  !  ha !  Faith,  I  can't  help 
laughing  myfelf,  ha !  ha  I  a  good  joke. 

SwiND.  Faith,  have  I,  ha  !  ha  !  {both  laugh.) 

Emuls.     How  did  (he  bear  it. 

SwiND.     Charmingly,  {bothjaugb.) 

Emuls.  We,  we,  I,  I  can't  help  laughing, 
faith,  ha  1  ha  1  We  have  gathered  in  a  plentiful 
harveft. 

SwiMD.  '  So  I  have,  ha !  ha  ! 

Emuls.     We  have,  we  have,  {both  laugB.) 

SwiNi>.      I   have,  I  have   gathered  in   the 

corn,  and  want  but  little  threfhing  to  get  at  the 

grain. 

Emuls* 
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Emuls.  Wc,  we  fhall  foon  get  at  it,  ha  !  ha  I 
and  make  a  handfome  divifion. 

SwiND.  We  Ihall !  (looking  >  at  him  very 
/erioujly)  You  feem  fond  of  the  plural,  Doftor. 

Emuls.  We  fhall!  certainly  we  ihall!—- 
Come,  Swindal,  my  dear  friend,  I  have  got  it 
here  ready  for  you. 

SwiND,  What  have  you  got,  Mr.  Emul- 
fion  ? 

Emuls.  Only  fet  your  name,  'tis  foon  done, 
here  take  the  pen,  (offering  a  pen)  'tis  foon 
done. 

SwiND.     Set  my  name,  to  what.  Sir  ? 

Emuls.  To  the  bond,  'tis  foon  done,  ha! 
ha  !  Soon  done,  my  dear  brother-in-law. 

SwiND.     To  the  bond !   What  bond.  Sir  ? 

Emuls.     What  bond,  Mr.  Swindal  ? 

SwiND.  Yes,  Sir,  what  bond?  I'll  fign  no 
bond.  Sir. 

Emuls.  What,  Sir,  not  fign  my  bond  ?  not 
affign  over  to  me,  the  one  half  of  her  fortune. 
Sir? 

SwiND.     I'm  not  in  pofieflion,  yet.  Sir. 

Emuls.  But,  but  you  foon  will,  Mr. 
Swindal. 

SwiND.  I  know  I  fliall ;  forty  thoufand 
pounds,  a  good  houfe,  with  a  dying  companion; 
a-  pretty  addition  to  my  hekfliip,-— And  what  the 
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devilj  tricking*s  fair  in  love.  Doctor,  ha!  ha!  ha! 
a  good  joke,  ey  ? 

Emuls.     The  devil  take  me  ! 

SwiND.  Have  patience,  Doftor,  you  are 
perfeftly  fafe. 

Enter  Recluse  and  Frank. 

Recluse.  Hey  day,  what  pofitivo,  pofitivas, 
are  you  here  ?  and  you  too,  {SwindalftartSy  and 
cries  out  a  ghofty  a/pirit)  the  generous,  and  moft 
grateful  Swindal  ? 

SwiKD.  I,  I  am  indeed  i  and,  and  am  forry 
that  you  bear  witnefs  to  it. 

Recluse.  No  doubt  of  that,  becaufe  you 
can't  give  "  the  old  rip,  inftead  of  a  herfe,  a 
**  chairman's  horfe,"  thank  you  for  your  care, 
Mr.  Swindal,  the  ghoft  wants  neither  at  prefent, 
ha  !  ha  !  {Swindal  confujed.) 

.  Frank  Recluse.  I  beg  to  offer  him  my^ 
thanks,  too,  for  his  kind,  and  moft  liberal  eulo- 
gy of  me  in  the  public  prints  j  the  language 
was  fo  poignant  :  «'  I  was  always  rated  firft  wit 
"  among  the  witlings,  I  took  more  than  com- 
"  mon  pains  with  that  paragraph,  ha  !  ha  !'* 

Emuls.  Gentlemen,  your  argumentations 
have  a  wildnefs  about  them,  that  convinces  me, 
you  muft  want  myaffiftancci  I  therefore  muft 

have 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


A    c  d  ]vf  E  D  y.  3SS 

have  a  feel  of  your  pulfe,  the  diforder,  I  perceive, 
is  mounting  up  to  a  fever  in  the  cerebrum.  (^Z- 
tempts  to  feel  his  pulfe. ) 

Frank  Recluse,  Keep  off,  Sir.  (I'd  Swin^ 
daiy  You  feem  dull.  Sir,  '^I  pity  the  poor 
*^  devil,  he  fhou'd  have  managed  better,  ha  !  ha ! 
Recluse.  "  Come,  Sir,  fhew  me  the  valu- 
*^  ables,  Iftiail  find  ufe  for  all. — He  lived  in 
"  difgrace,  and  his  remains  ihall  be  conveyed 
**  in  difgrace,  ha !  l^a  V* 

SwiND.  You  feem  merry,  gentlemen,  I  like 
to  be  merry  myfelf,  ha !  ha !  I  cou'd  in  my 
heart  piftol  myielf. — (afide.) 

Frank  Recluse,  The  fubjeft  muft  be 
charmingly  interefting  to  you,  Mr.  Swindal, 
ha!  ha! 

SwiND.  I  could  cut  the  rafcal's  throat,  {afide) 
So  if  is,  I  enjoy  it,  ha  1  ha !  I'm  pleafed  to  fee 
my  relations  Happy.  '  , 

.    Recluse.     Your  relations  ! 

SwiND.  Certainly,  ha!  ha!  my  dear  bro- 
ther-in-law.— JForty  thoufand  pounds,  whicK 
makes  up  for  my  disappointment  of  your  not 
dying.  , 

Emuls.  He's  right,  juft  married  to  my  pa- 
tient, and  your  filler. 

Recluse.  What  the  devil,  married  to  old 
Phcebe^my  fifterl 
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Enter  Phoebe  and  Archly. 

Phoebe.  Old!  how  can  you,  brother,  beftow 
fuch  indelicate  epithets  on  a  bride  ? 

Recluse.  A  bride !  bride !  a  bride  at  fixty, 
ha!  ha! 

SwiND.  A  bride.  Sir;  I  am  fatisfied,  and  I 
beg  that  you  ceafe  being  witty  at  the  expence 
of  my  wife. 

Phoebe.  Your  wife !  (angrily)  Who  are 
you  ? 

SwiND.  (dijcovers  uneajinefs)  Swindal,  Mr. 
Emulfion's  friend,  and  your  hufband. 

Emuls.  The  very  gentleman,  whom  I  had 
the  honour  to  recommend,  the  objeft  of  my 
infallible  prefcription,  according  to  ^fculapius. 

Phoebe.  Have  you  taken  leave  of  your 
fenfes,  Mr.  Emulfion  ?  I  never  faw  the  gentle- 
man before— you  infult  me.  Sir. 

Emuls.  Infult  1  abfulatum,  abfulatus,  this 
gentleman  is  my  friend,  whom  I  prefcribed,  as 
your  huiband  and  reftorer. 

SwiND.  The  very  man,  and  hufband  to 
Mifs  Phoebe  Reclufe,  juft  married  to  her. 

Recluse.  What  the  devil,  were  you  married 
in  the  dark,  that  you  don't  know  one  another? 
hal^ha! 
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Archly,  (to  Swlndal)  Sir,  you  are  an  im- 
poftorj  I  am  the  hufband  of  Mifs  Phoebe 
Rcclufe,  thank  fortune,  for  the  honour  of  pof- 
feffion. 

Emuls.  It  can't  be,  this  gentleman  is  my 
friend  {pointing  to  Swindal).  You  are  a  cheat, 
an  impoftor  {to  Jrcbly).  I,  I  don't  comprehend, 
there  is  a  trick,  a  forgery  ^t  the  bottom  of  all 
thi§. 

Enter  Cadgut. 

SwiND,  Cadgut,  Mrs.  Cadgut,  I,  I  rejoice 
to  fee  you,  where's  your  miftrefs — my  dear 
fpoufe,  my  charming  Phoebe  Swindal  ? 

Cadgut.  Sir  {pointing)^  that  lady  is  my 
miftrefs,  Mifs  Phoebe  Reclgfe,  that  was. 

SwiND.  Jt  can't  be,  a,  are  there  two  Mifs 
Phoebe's  ? — That's  not  the  lady  I,  I  married. — 
You,  yoy  were  bride-maid,  Mrs.  Cadgut,  and 
wher^  is  my  Phoebe,  my,  my  dear  wife  ? 

Mi-ss  Phoebe.  Pray,  Cadgut,  do  you  know 
any  thing  of  that  man  there,  th^t  calls  himfelf 
Swindal } 

Cadgut.     I  do,  madam,  know  him  to  be 

Mr.  Swindal,  the  very  perfon  whom  that  artlels, 

innocent   Apothecary    recomrnended    to  you, 

ma'anf),  for  a  hulband,  and,  with  your  leave,  I'll 
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unravel  the  myftery — If  I  have  dope  wrong, 
on  my  knees  I  entreat  your  fprgiyepefs.  (q^  her 
knees.) 
{Swindal  and  Emulfton  looking  at  one  another. y 

Miss  Phoebe.  Thou  haft  my  forgivenels, 
let  thy  crime  be  what  it  may— rl  am  happy  in 
my  choice — rife. 

Archly.     And  I  aoi  fpr  e^er  bleft. 

Cadgut.  Madam,  having  by  accident 
overheard  a  converfation  that  paffed  between 
thofe  two  honeft  gentlemen,  previous  to  that 
great  Apothecary's  prefcription— They  had 
mutually  agreed  to  divide  between  them,  upon 
the  marriage,  your  fortune. — In  fhort,  the 
Undertaker  was  to  poflefs  the  body,  and  they 
your  wealth. 

Miss  Phoebe,     Villainous  !  villainous  ! 

Recluse.  Very  honourable  indeed,  gentle- 
man. 

Emuls.  {to  Cadgut)  Thy  tongue  fhall  fuf- 
fer  the  force  of  law,  for  fcandalum  magnatum. 

CADoyT.  And  thy  intentions,  Dodlor,  are 
rewarded,  as  all  fuch  infomy  (hou'd. 

Recluse.  So  they  are,  ha  !  ha  !  Thou  art 
a  jewel  of  a  woman. 

SwiND.  'Tis  all  a  trick,  my  honour  is  con- 
cerned, my— my  very  credit  is  at  ftake— my 
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defign  is  fruftrated.— rWhpm  the  devil  have  I 
married  ? 

Cadgut.  You  are  right,  Mr.  Swindal,  in 
this  inftance  j  I  honeftly  acknowledge  'twas  a 
trick,  and  Fm  not  alhanmed  to  own  the  decep- 
tion, and  confefs  nnyfclf  the  author.  (I'd  Mifs 
Pbicebe)  Madam,  when  I  found  you  gave  way 
to  the  perfuafions  of  Emulfion,  and  to  prevent 
your  falling  a  vidtim  to  their  fcheme,  I  pre* 
fum'd  it  a  duty  incunnbent  on  ajvft  fervanti- 
when  I  found  you  deternriined,  to  choofe  you  2f 
huiband,  I  hope,  worthy  your  confidence  and 
fortune — He  is  ^  man  of  integrity  j  I  know 
him  well — Doftor  Archly. 

Miss  Phoebe.  (Jmiles)  A  Poftor !— I  ap* 
prove  the  device,  applaud  thy  genius,  and  Ihall 
ever  confider  thee  my  beft  friend.  (To  Jrchly) 
So,  Sir,  your  name  is  not  Swindal,  but,  but 
Archly — a  Doftor  ? 

Archly.  Doftor  Archly,  not  of  phyfic, 
but  of  divinity.  I  had  the  honour  jof  being  tutor 
to  Ijord  Charles  Spendthrift : — I  was  abroad 
with  him  for  two  years  ;  but  his  extravagance 
made  it  neccflary  for  me,  as  a,n  honeft  man,lto 
acquaint  his  father  of  hi$  conduft,  vhich  in-  ' 
cenfed  the  young  man  againft  me.-rThe  Dyktf 
dying  in  the  interim,  \  was  left  fricndkfs  and 
unprovided  for. 
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SwiND.     Zounds !  Mr.  Emulfion  ! 
Emuls,     Zounds  !  Mr.  Swindal ! — ^Wb 
who  the  devil ! — ^What  arc  you  married  to  ? 


EnUr  Nell  Y — a  Mack  patch  over  one  ^e. 

Nelly.  To  me.  Sir  :— BETTER  LATE 
THAN  NEVER.  I  alk  your  pardon,  I  cou'd 
not  come  fooner,  having  the  difties  to  wafli, 
the  table  to  fcour,  and  the  kitchen  to  ftone ; 
good  fervants  always  clean  up  before  they  leave 
their  places,  (^o  Mijs  Pbcsbe)  ^o  ofltncty 
(dropping  an  aukward  courtefy)  I  hope.  Madam, 
your  goodnefs  will  excufe  my  quitting^  your 
fervice  without  giving  warning :  but  being  now 
made  a  gentlewoman,  Mr.  Swindal's  wife— 
An*t  I,  my  lovce-r-my  dearee.  (pats  him  on  the 
cheek.) 

SwiND,     Thou  familiar  vulgar ! 

Nelly.  Familiar  to  be  fure — ^who  fhou'd 
I  be  familiar  with,  but  my  own  dear  fpoufee. 

SwiKD.  Keep- off,  damnation  !— marry  thee 
for  Mifs  Phoebe. 

Miss  Phoe«e.     Yes,  thank  heaven  ! 

Nelly.  So  fay  I,  or  I  might  have  died 
hufbandlefs. 

,     Emuls.     I'll  drop  the  Phyfician,  and  take 
to  the  phials  again,  fincc  the  fcheme  did  not 
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take  (ajide).  Friend  Swindal,  I  give  you  joy—* 
^'  rU  fign  no  bond,  tricking  is  fair  in  love." 

Nelly.     Faith,  and  fo  it  is,  ha!  ha!  ha! 
I   afk  you.  Madam,  pardon   for  laughing  at 
my  hufband — ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  (all  laugh  at  Swin^ 
dal.J 
-    SwiND.  (to  Nelly)  Thou  one-eyM  monfter! 

Cadgut.  (to  Nelly — qfide)  At  him,  don't 
fpare  him ;  he  muft  allow  you  a  maintenance.  * 

Nelly.  Curfe  it,  fo  I  will  (afide).  And 
pray,  Mr.  Two  Eyes,  have  not  I  feen  further 
with  my  one  eye,  than  you  have  with  your  two— • 
Anfwer  me  that?  "If  flie  dies,  Ihe  dies,  if  they 
*^  rattle,  they  rattle."  Anyfigns  of  the  rattles  in 
this  wholefomc  fi^cc  ? 

SwiND.     Thou  pole-rcat !  thou  fcullipn ! 

Nelly.  You  lie,  I  am  a  cook,  and  as  fweet 
as  an  anchovy  j  and  you  are  now  m^fter  of  all 
(hat. 

Recluse.     So  he  is^  ha  !  ha ! 

Cadgut.  And  his  honeft  friend  there,  may 
be  again  matter  of  phials.  **  We  of  the  faculty 
**  never  deviate  from  principle,  no  Mrs.  Cadr 
*'  gut,"  ha  1  ha !  "  Tho'  health  is  the  bafis^ 
«  on  which  the  faculty  lay  the  foundation  of 
<*  the  art,  there's  juftice  in  the  building.** 
ha!  ha! 

Recluse,  Bravo,  better  and  better,  ha !  ha ! 
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Emuls.  (in  a  rage)  Thou  ill-fiiyoiired, 
impertinent,  I'll  be  thy  death,  {going  up  to  her.) 

SwiND.  Right,  Doftor,  we'll  deftroy  the 
whole  race,  (advancing  to  Cadgut,  with  hiffiick 
ere£t.) 

Frank  Recluse,  Hold,  villains  !  (laying 
b^s  hand  upon  his  Jword)  this  is  not  for  orna- 
rnent  5  (draws)  but  to  curb  infolence,  and  mca- 
fure  knaves,    (advancing.) 

SwiifJD.  and  Emuls.  (on  their  knees  pricing 
for  mercy)  O  !  Sir,  fpare  us,  Iparc  us,  put  up, 
pray  now  fpare  us, 

Nelly,  (^on  her  knees ^  pawing  Swindal) 
Pray,  Sir,  don't  kill  my  de^r,  fweet  little 
Ipoufee  woufee. 

Frank  B.eclu§e*  To  oblige  you,  Mrs. 
Swindal,  or  he  fliou'd  feel  the  weight  of  myjuft 
refentment. — But  fuch  affaflins  ! — Sir,  what 
provifion  do,  you  intend  to  make  her  ? 

Nelly.  Ay,  Sjr,  what  will  you  give  me' 
for  your  life  ? — Deadly  fign,  my  lovee,  I  hear 
the  rattles  in  your  throat. 

SwiND.  (trembling)  Here,  here,  my  fweet, 
dear  Anchovy  y  (taking  bis  pocket  bosk  outy  gives 
her  a  hank  note)  tJ^ere,  there  my  very  good  wife, 
a  bank,  note  for  qne  hyndred  pounds. 

Nelly.  Thank  you  for  your  love,  this  will 
do  'till  I  want  more,  dearce. 
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Frank  Reclusi,  Rife,  go,  reflcfl:,  and  be 
that  your  pupifhment.  {getting  up,  mtd going.) 

SwiND.  and  Emuls.  (Jbowing)  Thank  ypu^ 
Sir. 

Emuls.  {going)  ^5  Tricking*?  fair  in  love— • 
^J  ^\\ — I'll  fign  no  bonfi — ^,40,000  *nd  a  good 
"  houfe  to  live  in,  with  a  dying  cpjTipamonj  a 
<f  good  joke,  eh.'* 

SwiifD,     You  cyrfed  fcoundrel ! 

Nelly.  Stop !  ftpp  1  V\\  open  the  door  for 
you. 

{^Exeunt  Swindaly  Emuljon,  andNellyJ) 

Archly.  Bafe  wretches  ! — Now,  raadarPj 
you  are  rid  of  nrionfters  in  hunian  (hape — ^I'll 
ftfiye  to  adt,  for  the  honour  you  have  done  jpe, 
the  revf rfe — the  part  of  a  man  of  honouf, 
and  a  faithful  friend. 

Recluse.  So  far,  fo  happy  j  but  there  is 
one  fair  abfent,  without  whom,  our  fiplipity 
^annot  be  gcnpral  {jggivg^  I  niuft  find  her;  O  ! 
here  ftie  is,  here  fhe  is.  (enter  SopiyyJ  Wclcoo^c, 
my  fweet  girl,  welcome  :  your  prefeucc  is  ne- 
ceffary  to  mal^c  this  an  unclouded  day. 

Sophy.  'Twill  be  ^  ferepe  one  tp  me,  if  it 
is  in  any  manner  fapi^^ftoiry  to  yau.  Sir. 

Recluse.  There's.  ar\  ii^ured  youth,  to 
whotn  I  offer  you  as  an  atonement  for  jhe 
wrongs  I  have  done  him :  if  your  heart  accedes 
to  this,  Gladwell-Hall  and  fi)^  thoufand  a  year, 
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for  you  both,  fhall  be  the  joyful  penance  I 
impofe  upon  myfclf.  Give  me  your  hands  ; 
(joining  them)  There,  my  girl,  be  a  father's 
advocate  with  his  ion ;  and  there,  Frank,  may 
you  now  find  that  happinefs- with  her,  that 
I  and  fortune  had  fo  long,  and  fo  unjufUy 
withheld  from  you. 

Sophy.  'Twill  be  now  one  portion  of 
our  felicity  to  gild  the  evening  of  your  life 
with  joy,  and  repay  the  intereft  of  this  generous 
aftion.  .  -^ 

Recluse.  It  is  not  generofity,  butjuilice, 
to  give  my  fon  his  own— It  had  well  nigh  been 
Swindaled  tho' Eh,  Sifter  ? 

Miss  Phoebe.      Within  a  hair's   breadth, 

brother ^And  I  toOj^  Mifs  Byron,  I  fincerely 

wifti  you  happy.  Give  me  leave  to  introduce 
this  gentleman  to  you—— Mr.  Archly,  my 
hufband. 

Sqphy.  (ftartks)  Your  hufband !  I  give  you 
joy.  Madam,  on  the  happy  event. 

Frank  Recluse.  Words,  Sir,  cannot  ex- 
prefs,  what  I  at  this  moment  feel.  Gratitude, 
my  friends,  love,  friendfhip,  joy,  and  duty,  are 
all  at  once  crowding  on  my  heart. 

Thus  may  defert  be  happy  unipn's  price^ 
And  virtue  trample  on  the  fpawn  of  vic^^ 
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MEN. 

SIRSOFTPATETRUEMAN. 

LORD  MODELY. 

STERLING,     Uncle  to  Sir  Softpate. 

CAPTAIN  FIRMLV,    Brollher  to  Lord  Modcly, 

TRUSTY,     Steward  to  Sir  Softpate. 

COMMANDER  IN  CHIEF. 

COLONEL  FLASHINPAN. 

CAPTAlIN   ScXl?ECROW. 

JACK  ENGLISH,    Valet  de  Chambre  to  Sir  Softpate. 

TWIST,     A  Taylor. 

MACSHUFFLE,     A  Scotchman,  falfe  Friend  to  Trafly. 

PHEASANT,     Gamekeeper. 

TOM,     Footman. 

CHASE,    Huntfman. 

CAREFUL,    Servant  to  Lord  Modcly, 

BUTT,    A  Butler. 

ROGER,     A  Clown. 

Sailors,  Innkeepers,  and  French  Servants. 

WOMEN. 

LADY  TRUEMAN. 
LADY  MODELY. 

NANCY,     In  love  with  Captain  Firmly. 

MRS.  GOODMAN,     Friend   to  Nancy,   and  Mother  to 

Lady  Modely. 
SOPHIA,    Waiting  Woman  to  Lady  Trueman. 
DESERT,    Houfekeeper  to  Lady  Trueman. 
MADAMOISELLE^    Lady  Modelcy's  Maid. 

SCENE,    London  and  it's  Environs. 
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ACT      I. 

SCENE     I.      yf  Room   in  Lord  Modelfs 
Houfe. 

Lady  Modely, 

A.  WIFE  in  love  with  her  hufband  !-i-to  be 
^^  fure^  that  is  truly  antique !  Can  my  poor 
natural Tuppofe  any  thing  in  hinnfelf  capable  of 
gaining  my  aflfedbions-— the  afFe6tions  of  a  wo- 
man of  my  fpirit  ?  Egad,  *twas  Angular  enough 
4  to 
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to  fee  him  not  above  an  hour  ago,  ftretch  him^ 
felf,  and  formally  aflc  rtie — ^Well,  Lady  Modelf, 
have  you  not  reafon  to  blefs  yourfelf  in  the 
choice  you  have  made  ?  Why  really,  I  do  blefs 
myfclf  in  that  choice,  for  I  am  juft.  as  every 
woman  of  falhion  wou'd  choofe  to  be  :  I  afTume 
the  enfigns  of  wedlock,  (points  at  tie  ring  J  to 

be  the  more  at  liberty  to  the  world ahah  ! 

— What,  Madamoifelle  !  with  a  letter  too  ! 

'Enter  Madamdiselle, 

Madam.  Me  Ladee,  dis  be  de  letre  you 
fo  expeft  from  France.  (Saving  the  letter.) 

Lady  Modely.  A  letter ! — well,  you  have 
done  exaftly  right ;  Madamoifelle,  you  may 
go,  child. 

Madam.     Oui,  me  Ladee.  {Exit.) 

Lady  Modely.  (looking  f leafed  after  her) 
Faithful  creature  ! — dear  nation  ! — ^fweet  repo- 
fitory  of  our  nofturnal  confidence  (of  ens  the 
letter) — Hah  !  this  is  fomething  like  that  other 
natural — It  is  Softpate's  hand,  I  proteft  j  I  wilh 
he  were,  returned  from  France— nothing  like 
variety ;  a  change  in  manners,  as  well  as  in  drefs 
— npw  for.the  contents,  {opens  and  reads)  Ha  ! 
ha  !.  half  French,  half  Englilh.— Lord,  how 
conceited  are  men!     Why,  I  thought  it  was 

impof- 
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itxipoffible  for  Softpatc  to  have  improved  in 
folly :  But — O  Paris  !  thou  beft  of  alchymifts, 
thou  canfl:  change  all  things. — ^N6w^.  if  I  play 
1T17  cards  rights  I  think  I  may  foon  be  unhar* 
nefTed  from  my  dear  lord.  .  The  title  he  gave 
ixiCj  he  cannot  take  back  again^  no  no — and  if 
we  renriain  much  longer  together,  lyhy,  we 
ihan't  have  money  enough,  to  procure  a  box  at 
the  opera,  nor  even  a  ticket  for  the  Pantheon  ; 
I  think  it  were  tempting  providence,  if  I  did 
not  do  all  in  my  power  to  prevent  this  facrifice 
—hem— now  for  a  plan — Sir  Softpate  is  quite 
in  charadter,  (points  to  her  bead)  a  conceited 

coxcomb— his  wife — a  jilt My  fweet — lord 

-^loves  variety  5  and  fo  do  I.  Sir  Softpatc  has 
gold  enough  to  fuppbrt  a  right  honourable  tide; 
and  this  letter  hints  as  much,  as  if  he  could  fhare 
it  with  me  (points  at  the  letter) — ^why  then- 
Heavens  !  here's  my  lord  j  I  hope  he  has  not — 

(Exit  in  a  hurry.) 

Enter  Lord  Modely. 

Lord  Modely.    A  Piftolr ^the  genteelefr 

way  to  give  the  world  at  once  a  receipt  in  full. 

Enter  Careful,  with  a  letter. 

Caref.  a  letterfbr  your  Lordfhip.  {gives  it.) 
B  b  Lord 
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Loud  MoDEty.  A  tetter  ?-^froni  whom  i 
{(tpimsit.) 

CaIibf.  I  dofi't  kiK>ws  bot  do  fuppdfe  it 
has  a  name  on  th«  infide; 

Lord  Modbly.  You  impertinent*~away^ 
Sir  !  {l^mg  ovsr  the  htnr — EpHI  Careful)  Ex- 
cellent^  from  my  Lady  Trueman,  by  all  that's 
honourabte  !-^If  a  ftout  pair  of  antlers  don't 
Iprout  upon  her  husband's  pate  in  a  week,  may 
my  Lady  cover  mine  all  over— —now  for  the 
prize,  (reads.) 

**  My  d«ar  Lord, 

''  We  have  jufl-  got  on  Englifli  ground  agaiiH 
«^  I  am  all  impatience  to  fee  you.— •Softpate  ia 
*'  more  fool  than  ever  : — Now,  I  hope,  nothing 
*'  can  ftand  in  our  way^  if  you  have  taken  care 
**  to  do  what  you  fo  often  advifcd. 

♦«  Adieu,  my  dear  Lord, 

**  Believe  me  all  your's, 

"TRUEMAN. 

•*  P.  S.    I  hope  you  have  fecured  an  opera 
.  *'  box  in  the  moft  confpicuous  place." 

Charming  \  excellent !  I  fee  there  is  no 
neccflity   of  manoeuvering  any    further— She 

has 
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has  ftruck  her  flag>  and  I  will  take  ppfTef* 
fign.  I  was  afraid  Paris  wouM  have  made  her 
forget  me:  but  it  feema  this  pcrfon,  with 
the  addition  of  Lord,  have  extended  further 
than  I  was  aware  of, — How  fortunate  it  is,  when 
variety  of  pleafures  crowd  upon  the  amiable 
man  who  is  made  for  them.  Well,  my  dear 
i-ady  Trueman,  foon  may  I  fee  you,  with  fuch 
an  addition  of  French  charms,  that  I  may  gaze 
on  you  with  rapture-^and  on  my  wife  with 
coflpempt.  {Exit.} 


SCENE 


11- 


Sir  Softfaie's  Houfe. 

Trusty  folus. 

.  Trusty,  Well,  poor  encouragement,  after 
afervice  of  near  forty  years  !  Honefty  is  held  in 
contempt,  and  virtue  in  derifion.  What  now 
avails  my  afFc6tion  for  the  faniily  of  Trueman  ? 
But  there  remains  that  monitor  within  this 
B  b  2  old 
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old  bofom,  that  makes  the  laft  fummons  pleaf- 
ing,  and  now  defirable-^all  is  well,  calm  arid 
fercne. — Happy  rcfleftion  for  an  old  man  who 
has  aftcd  honeftly.     My  poor  old  matter  was 
fenfible  of  all  this ;    had  not  death  fnatched 
him  fo  fuddenly,  I  (hould  have  been  rewarded. 
O  !  giddy  young  man  !   am  I  diflionett  ? — ^yes, 
in  his  eyes ;  for  my  afpcft  is  venerable,  and  my 
parents  Englifh. — Yet,   could  my  old  matter 
rife  from  his  grave  and  read  this  (pointing  to 
a  letter )i    my  cold  comfort  from   his  own 
fon,  he  would  fet  all  to  rights. — Poor  man, 
*twas  his  laft  requett  to  his  fon,  in  his  expiring 
moments,  "  Take  care  of  Trutty— <be  kind  to 
"  them  all."     But  why  fhould  I  wonder  at  this 
fudden  change — the  fon  has  been  to  France, 
and  caught  the  epidemical  malady,  that  fcarcc 
a  family  of  fafliion  is  not  tainted  with: — ^Thc 
wanton  defire  of  advancing  the  natural  foes  of 
their  country  before  their  own  people,     Alas ! 
fterling  cuttoms  are  now  as  much  below  par, 
and  as  much  worn  oat,  as  fterling  fixpenccs  !— 
It  grieves  me  to  trouble  my  friend  Mac  Shuffle, 
but  my  diftrefs  compels  me :  for  nothing  on 
earth  gives  greater  relief  to  a  heart  loaded  with 
forrow,  than  when  we  may  pour  ourfelves  out 
into  the  bofom.  of  a  friend  \  who  Ihares  in  our 

misfor- 
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misfortunes,  by  adminiftring  the  pleafing  balfa- 
mic  of  heartfelt  commiferation. 


Enter  Mac  Shuffle. 

Trusty.  Pardon  me,  my  friend,  for  troub- 
ling you  with  fo  abrupt  a  fummons. 

Mac  Shuffle.  Mee  deer  mealier  Trufty, 
why  fae  formal  ?  nae  ceremonees  amun  freends. 
Fm  unco  happy  whan  it's  V  my  poore  to  com- 
plee  with  tha  requaft  of  a  friend ;  awn  particlar 
friend  Trufty,  once  me  gude  benefaftor. 

Trusty.  Thank  you,  Sir,  I  don't  in  the  leaft 
doubt  your  friendly  intentions.  We  have  been 
acquainted  upwards  of  twenty  years,  and  lived 
in  the  ftrifteft  frieadihip.  (looks  deje£ied.) 

Mac  Shuffle.  What  the  muckle  deel  can 
this  mean  ?  (afide)  Wha  meafter  Trufty,  dan 
you  figh  fact — are  not  you  weel  ?  it  makes  me 
faud  to  fee  ye :  whe  mon,  you're  nae  yourfel. 

Trusty,  I  fear,  I  never  Ihall,  Sir;  I  am  in 
great  diftrefs  and  affliftion. 

Mac  Shuffle.  Upon  my  faul,  but  I  feel 
for  your  diftrefs  j  and  thare  fhall  be  naithing 
wanting  on  me  part,  to  render  ye  a  helping 
hawnd.  I  fwear  to  ye,  meafter  Trufty,  upon 
my  fauj,  me  pouch,  awn  me  bawbee,  to  be  your 
B  b  3  fojum 
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Iblum  friend  :  but  fpeek,  how  comes  this  un^ 
acfpafted  diftrefs  and  grievance. 

Trusty.  Your  tendernefs  and  ready  com-* 
pliance  comfort  me.  My  diftrefs  is  fo  great, 
that  I  have  my  bread  to  fcek  :  I  am  no  longer 
fteward.  I  propofe  entering  into  feme  bufi- 
nefs ;  but  my  purfc  is  not  equal  to  the  under* 
taking. 

Mac  Shuffle.  The  decl  tack  me  bladdering 
tongue,  now  have  I  thrawn  myfel  into  a  bony 
hokerty  kokerty  (qfide).  Outmon!  outmon! 
it  canna  be,  it  canna  be — it*s  beyond  aw  credit 
beletee^-.pray  let's  hear  the  particulars. 

Trusty.  I  have  told  you  the  truth,  my 
friend  i  and  I  want  to  borrow  five  hundred 
pounds.  Sir  Softpate  has  juft  fent  me  notice  of 
my  difcharge. 

Mac  Shuffle.  Yc  freeten  me,  Sair !  five 
hundred  poonds  is  a  muckle  fum,  awn  a  gude 
fortune  Vth'  north.  Upon  my  cpnfcience,  I 
ha  na  fae  much  by  me — I  wanted  to  borrow 
about  faux  hundred  poonds  to  compleat  a  pur- 
chafe  j  awn  you  was  the  only  frierid  I  thot  to 
applee  ta,  I  hoap,  meaftcr  Trufty,  ye  ha  na 
aftcd  difhonorablc  ? 

Trusty.     No,   Sir,   my  conduft  has  ever 

been  the  reverie  of  your  low  fuipicions  5  I  have 

only  made  too  free  with  you.     Sir,  it  was  not 

4  Trufty 
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Trafty  that  alked  yau ;  it  was  Ml  diftrefs  and 
preffing  circumftances. 

Mac  Shuffli.  Hei !  hei  I  what  a  treache- 
rous tricking  world  do  we  live  un — haw  ah 
honeft  mon  may  be  tawken  in^  and  ftripped  of 
the  fruit  of  his  indoftree,  But^  meafter  Trufly, 
I  think^  ycVc  meadc  aw  varec  baud  ufe  of  yourc 
time.  I  ne'er  heard  ye  were  ge'cn  to  axcefs  ; 
ye  are  furely  Ignorant  o'yir  ain  profcflion,  or 
you  might  au  been  as  indaupendent  as  yir 
meafter.  For  ftewards  Fth*  north,  when  they 
gang  to  th*  footh ;  raquire  but  a  varee  fhort 
time,  by  thair  marit,  thair  figures,  awn  thair 
menagement,  to  mak  gude  the  convayajice  of  a 
bra  eftate — ^for  ftewards  feeds,  ye  ken,  never  fail 
o'thriving  Fth'  moft  barren  foil. 

TuvsTY*  Sir,  you  are  right — but  I  am  not 
wrong. 

Mac  Shuffle.  Weel,  Sair,  I  blulh  for  yir 
menagemeanti  and  mack  free  to  tell  you,  that 
filler  is  very  precious  at  thpfe  times.  Why, 
Sir,  I  am  noo  abogte  th^  menagemeant  of  ^ 
fore-clofe,  which  I  ihajl  mack  not  lefs  than 
fourteen  par  fant :— Awn  ye  cao;ia  by  law  give 
me  more  than  fives  befides.  Sir,  ye  ha  nae 
fecuritee. 

Trustv .  Enough,  Sir,  1  know  your  inten- 
tions—'tis all  mighiy  welU 

B  b  4      '  Mac 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


yj6  THB    MAN    OF    HONOUR^ 

Mac  Shuffle.  Why  'tis  clear^  me  auld 
friend,  that  it's  outerly  put  o*my  poor  to  com- 
plec  wi  your  requail.  Pardun  mc,  Sair,  bufi- 
ncfs  o*th*  moft  prafllng  awn  urgent  confequencc 
calls  mc  awa :  fo  Fm  your  varee  humble  lar- 
vant,  gude  Meafter  Trufty.  (Exit.) 

Trusty.  Your  moft  obedient.  Poor 
Trufty!  the  only  favour  he  ever  requefted, 
.denied  him.  O  man !  what  art  thou  ? — ^honour 
is  thy  ihadow — ^hypocrify  and  deceit  thy  fub- 
ftance.  I.muft  now  refolve  to  read  this  mourn- 
ful manufcript  to  this  unfortunate  family. — V\\ 
withdraw — ^my  fpirits  fink — retirement  may 
afford  relief,  and  better  prepare  me  for  this 
arduous  tafk.  (Exit.) 

Enter  SERVANTs.~^i2^-^/^r  Trusty. 

Trusty.  Well,  my  old  friends  and  fellow- 
fervants,  this  may  be  our  laft  meeting  under 
this  mournful  roof.  ^  I  thought  we  were  fixtures. 

Pheasant.  Mournful !  mercy  on  us !  I 
hope  Sir  Softpate  an't  dead. 

Trusty.     No,  he  is  liot. 

All.     Blcfled  tidings ! 

Trusty.  But,  'twere  well  he  was : — Better 
that,  than  ftain  the  blood  of  his  worthy  ancef- 

tors— . 
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tors-^to  prefer  the  natural  enemies  of  his  coxm* 
try,  to  it's  own  true-born  fubje&s. 

Pheasant.  Wonderful! — I  hope  he  has 
not,  too,  turned  traitor  to  his  King  and  country^ 
as  fome  of  our  great  men  have  done  ? 

Butler.  O'Ludl  O'Lud  I  if  fo,  the  firfl: 
of  the  family  that  ever  fufFered. — 0 1  dear  Maf- 
tcr  Trufly,  can  I  ferve  his  honour. 

Pheasant.  By  Heavens  I'll  grind  my 
buclcfkin  to  the  bare  flefb,  ride,  fly  poft,  wherc- 
ever  you  fend  me* 

Trustv.  This  is  affeftionate — ^my  heart  is 
too  full  (in  a  melancholy  pofture)  j  I  dare  not  tell 
you  the  melancholy  news. 

Butler.  O  !  what  news  oT  our  mafter  and 
his  dear  lady. 

Trusty.  I  Ihall  hold  you  no  longer  in 
fufpenfe — I  believe,  I  have  prepared  you  for 
the  worft  event.  Hitherto,  I  have  found  your 
condudt  really  afFeftionatc;  and  here  is  your 
reward :  (points  to  the  letter)  I  have  juft  re- 
ceived it  from  Sir  Softpate,  in  which  I  read  my 
own  difcharge.   {All  amazed.) 

Pheasant.  Your  difcharge !  I  Ihould  as 
foon  have  believed,  that  French  wine  ftrength- 
ened  an  Englifli  conilitutioh  more  than  ftrong 
beer.     Alas!  alas! 

Trusty*  Indeed  it  is  but  too  true;  and 
2  don't 
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don't  be  difpiritcd  when  I  tell  you— that— 
I  muft  difchargc  you  alfo. 

Pheasant.  What  f  tiirn  us  all  adrift  ? 
Lord  protcft  us  !  cruel  man ! 

Trusty.  Here  is  the  letter,  I  (hall  read  it; 
and  you  may  well  call  it  the  Englilhman's  fall, 
and  the  Frenchman's  advancement.  Poor  old 
England!  whither  is  thy  fterling  fenfe  fled? 
I  ftiall  read,  be  attentive.  ( All  thunder  Jtruck-^ 
reads  the  letter.) 

"  S  I  R, 

*'  I  have  conceived  and  brought  forth  a  plan, 
*«  I  muft  have  executed  immediately  : — J'U 
^<  have  a  total  change,  a  general  arrangement 
*«  in  my  family — I  am  now  greatly  enlightened, 
*^  and  fhftU  new  model  my  houfeholi  I  have 
*'  engaged  a  new  fct  of  donpieftics  ef  this  ami- 
</  able  country — Alamode  de  Paris. 
.  Pheasant.  Alman  and  Pharifee  !— Hey  ! 
who  in  thenanK  of  wonder  arc  they  ? 

Trustx.  Pray,  Pheafeut,  permit  me  to 
proceed. — Alamode  dc  Pari^  means  in  the  fa- 
ihion  of  Paris. 

PiiEASANT.  O  cuHc  their  £aj8uans  !  I'll 
prevent  their  tafte^^They  are  bird^  of  prey,  I'll 
pop  them — they  (hall  feel  the  cfFefts  of  Englifli 
jjowder,  fink  me.  ; 

Trust  v.  Pheafant,  don't  be  fe  warm— 
they  are  ngt  to  blame,  to  leave  a  worfe  country 

for 
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for  a  better,  (reads)  *^  Send  all  mj  hunterf, 
5^  fox-hounds^  pointers^  anil  fptnids  to  Tat- 
**  terfairs,  to  be  put  to  fale  : — Referve  my 
*^  beagles,  and  let  them  be  fent  to  my  ruftic 
"  tenants ;  charging  them  on  peril  of  their 
*^  difmiffion,  to  take  care  of  the  brutes  'till 
*^  further  orders.— — 

Pheasant.    A  generous  churchwarden!— 
oblige  his  tenants  to  pay  for  hispleafures ! 

Trusty,  {reads)  "  I  fhall  have  no  further 
**  ufc  for  the  gamekeeper  or  huntfman.— If  Mon- 
**  Ceur  Lavande,  my  French  fteward,  approves 
"  of  them,  they  may  wait  in  his  department, 
**  if  they  behave  with  alertneft  and  fubmiflion* 
Pheasant.  With  alertnefs  and  fubmiffion  ! 
ril  piftol  myfelf,  before  I  fufitr  flavery  in  my 
own  country. 

Trusty.  I  grant  you,  'tis  as  agg^javating 
as  diftrefling :  but  pray  have  patience — ^hear  it 
out.  {rtads)  "  I  fliall  fell  my  deer  j  and  con- 
*'  vert  thofe  plains  for  the  ufc  of  my  Arabians, 
^*  motled  Spaniards,  Weft-India,  and  Cape  ani* 
"  mals  J  which  far  exceed  the  original  ftock  in 
"  beauty  and  fingularity.  I  am  no  Quin  in 
'*  venifon  j  fo  I  keep  a  park  for  thofe  Englilh 
"  how-do-ye-does,  who  furround  my  'manfion, 
"  and  teaze  my  perfon,  more  than  for  the  gra- 
"tification  of  my  own  palate.      In  fliort,   \ 

«  dete^f 
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<'  deteft  the  fight  of  a  table  incommoded  with 
*^  thofe  folid  vulgarities^  rumps,  legs,  ribs  and 
''  haunches. 

Pheasant.  Terrible !  terrible !  How  much 
of  an  Englifh  hunter  there  is  in  that  maccaroni- 
fied  fpeech.  What  I  prefer  flop  meagres,  to 
rounds  and  ribs  of  Englilh  beef  and  haunches 
of  venifon,  three  inches  deep  in  folid  fat.  The 
neighbouring  poor  will  be  poor  indeed.— Oh  ! 
by  heavens,  I  can't  bear  this. 

Trustv.  {reads)  "  The  butler  and  houfe- 
«'  keeper  muft  go  with  the  reft  of  them :  nothing 
"  fliall  remain  of  my  father's  rude,  unpolifhed 
"  fixtures — you  may  expeft  us  every  hour.  I 
"  charge  you,  that  your  accounts  be  ready  for 
"  the  immediate  infpcdtion  of  Monfieur  La- 
*^  vande. 

"  Yours, 

SOFTPATE  TRUEMAN.** 

{exprejs  Jtlent  Jorrow)  So  ends  the  moft  unfeel- 
ing, the  moft  ungenerous  epiftle. 

Pheasant.  So,  my  ftation  is  to  be  in  the 
fteward's  room,  to  wait  on  the  enemies  of  my 
country :  a  charming  employment  this,  for  an 
Englifh  gamekeeper.  I  won't — I'll  keep  a 
fchool  to  teach  pointers  and  fpaniels  s  and  learn 

mag. 
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magpycs  to  talk  the  language  of  liberty,  left  it 
Ihould  be  forgot. 

Butler.     It  wont  do— our  blood  is  ftcrling, 
it  goes  againft  the  grain. 

jill/peak.  So  it  does,  fo  it  does; 

Trusty.  You  fpeak,  you  aft  like  what  you 
are,  Engliflimen.  However,  hear  the  advice 
of  a  real  friend:  I  have  frequently  advifed 
you,  and  you  always  heard  me;  hear  nne  this 
once,  and  who  knows  what  Heaven  may  do  for 
us.  When  Sir  Softpate  hears  you,  he  may  yet 
relent,  and  treat  you  tenderly ;  therefore,  wait 
the  event — ^try  the  experiment,  if  but  for  a  few 
days ;  and  then  we  ihall  aft  as  prudence  and 
iTianly  refolution  may  prompt  us. 
{Exeunt  Servants,  except  Butt.  Chafe  andDeJert.) 

Enter  Mrs.  Goodman. 

Mrs.  Goodm.  O  !  Mrs.  Defert,  Mrs.  De- 
fcrt!  I  grieve  to  fee  you — arm  yourfelf-— be 
prepared  for  an  event  the  moft  gloomy — ^your 
poor,  dear  niece ! 

Desert.  Heaven  proteft  me!  What  of 
my  niece  ? 

Mrs.  Goodm.  Oh!  Madam,  yefterday  the 
innocent  dear  went  after  my  undutiful  daughter. 
Lady  Modcly's  places  and  prcfentcd  her  my 
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letter  of  reconiimondaicionj  which  ihr  jnit  in*h« 
pocket  unopened.  The  thought^efe  woman, 
alkcd  her,  «  If  flic  ,wa3  of  Pm*i$  ?"  the  poor 
girl  anfwered,  no ;  but  thw  flie  <ovW  ipeak  and 
write  French  as  fluently  ii$  t^b^  Englilh, — -My 
Lgdy  thiee,  dropping  thcfe  eight  monofyllajbles, 
*'  nft  noj  go,  gOi  I,  don't,  want>  you"-^-turncd 
i5)on  her  French  heel  and  left  ben  The  inno- 
cent fufferer  returned  to  my  houfe,  full  of  grief 
for  the  cruel  difappointnientj  and  related  to 
nae  the  particulars.  I  entreated  her  to  be  pf 
a>npfbrt : — She  went  up  Hairs  into  her  ro<Kn-~ 
writ  a  letter  to  you.  Madam;  another  directed 
to  Captain  Firmly  ;  and  foon  after  the  di&p- 
pointnient  was  foUowcd  by  the  nK)ft  rftjji  refolve. 
-f^  \  Madam !  Madam ! 

Pheasant.  Death  !  death !  my  old  matter. 
Captain  Firmly,  her  lover j, he  is  .now  in  the 
river,  from  India— away  to  her  aflift^ince. 

Desbrt.  This  wounds  me  m^tc  than  my 
own  diftr^8.~However,  flie  ihall  not  be  %QS6d 
about  i  fhe  fhall  partake  of  mylittlCi  find  never 
run  the  rifque  of  facrificing  her  honour.  Her 
father  may  yet  be  reconciled— Qiould  Captain 
Firmly  prove  tr^ei  ih^  ro^ck  of -her  jjiisfortunes 
-r-^But  pray,  Mr«,  Goodman,  where  is  the 
letter  ?  I  fuppofe  fhe  Wi^nts  innnedi^tegfl^anGe. 

Mrs. 
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^  Mrs,  Goodm..  O  !  madam,  I  apprehend 
fhe  ftands  in  aeed  g[  aoaffiftance-***-^-!  hop^  aU 
is  well -with  lier* 

Desert.    Relieve  me  ! — that  ktter ! 

Mrs.  Gooj)m.  Here  is  the  letter-^pwuit 
roe  to  read  it.     {r^ads) 

*^  Dear  Aunt, 

*«  My  afflictions  and  repeated  difappoint- 
*^  ments  are  too,  Beavy  a  burthen  for  me — I 
<^  can't  fupport  a  life  which  is  no  longer  of 
*^  fervice  to  any.  I  was  this  day  deprived  of 
*^  bread,  becaufe  I  was  an  Englifhwoman. — 'Tis 
*^  of  no  ufe  any  longer  to  feek  for  employment 
*\  — ^my  frame  was  not.formed  for  hard  labour— 
"  my  purfe  is  too  light  for  any  thing  elfc — ^My 
"  honour,  I  hold  too  dear  to  part  with. — ^I-am, 
".  therefore,  become  ufelefs  to  all,  and  a  charge 
"  to  myfeif  i  I  therefore,  recommend  my  con- 
**  cerns  to  a. more  merciful  Heaven.  Dear  aunt, 
"  forgive, 

.   "  Your  ever  dutiful,  but  loft 

"NANCY.'^ 

Desert.  Help  me  t  help  me  !  let  me  feizc 
jind  embrace  the  dear  corfe— Ihe's  no  more  !  O ! 
that  I  ih^uld  have  lived  for  this  fcene  of  woe  ! 
0 !  lead  me  to  her — l^ie  was  left  alone ! 

Mrs, 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


384  TOE    J^AN    OF    HONOUR, 

'  Mrs.  GooDM.  She  was  not,  madam^  in- 
deed ;  I  but  left  her,  to  come  and  acquaint  you/ 

Desert.  Heaven !  Heaven  reward  you  ! — 
But  let's  fly,  my  heart  beats  as  if  it  were  the  laft 
~ — Oh  I  Mr.  Trufty  !  Mr.  Butt ! 

Trustv.  Haplefs  maid ! — I  beg  to  offer 
you  my  afliftance.         (Exeunt  leading  Dejert.) 


SCENE        III. 

IjORD  and  Ladv  Modelv  feated  at  a  tahle^^ 
Lord  Modzly  Jiudying  Hoyle^  bis  back  to  bis. 
'  Lady—L»AX>Y  Modely  examines  Jome  majks^ 
with  feveral  forts  of  coloured  powder  and  diffe^ 
rent  Jhades  of  rouge y  wbich  Jbe  tries  upon  ber 
face^r^forgets  wbenjbe  rifes^  tbat  one  cbeek  only  is 
painted. 

Lady.  Modely.  Well,  my  Lord>  what 
fly  you  to  this  ? — Does  it  reprefent  the  maiden 
bloom* — pray  tell  me,  my  dear  Lord ;  and  w^ich 
of  thofe  two  powders  fets  off  my  graces  to  the 
beft  advantage.  Pray  fix  upon  a  fhade.  (^Lord 
Modely  looks  over  bis  Jhoulder  with  indifference')  , 
Not  a  word,  my  Lord  ? 

Lord 
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Lord  Modely,  Curie  the  book,  (flings  it 
down  in  a  pajjion)  it  has  always  led  me  aftray. 

Lady  Modely,  {Both  getting  up)  How  now, 
what's  all  this  for,  my  Lord  ?  are  you  mad  ?  'Tis 
not  the  fault  of  Hoyle,  child 5  you  never  ftudicd 
him  properly.  Upon  my  honour,  my  Lord,  you 
are  too  hot-headed — you  have  no  philofophy — 
fuch  a 

Lord  Mod  el  y.  Do  not  provoke  me.  Lady 
Modely. — I  admire  advice  when  it  comes  from 
,  you — from  you  ! — why  advice  comes  as  well 
from  you,  madam,  as  Fox's  to  king  Lion  in  the 
fable,  for  the  good  of  the  nation — I'll  hear  no 
more  on't.  • 

Lady  Modely.  Ha !  ha  !  ha  ! — upon  my 
honour,  my  Lord,  you're  a  ftrange  unreafonable 
creature;  fure  none,  but  fuch  an  animal  as 
you,  could  have  thrown  out  fuch  an  indelicate 
hint  to  a  perfon  of  my  confequence.  But  pray, 
my  Lord,  (fince  you  begin  to  be  hufEfti)  what 
had  you  ?  what  were  you,  before  I  married  you  ? 
— a  poor  infolvent  Lord,  without  credit  or 
money— nothing  but  your  lineage  and  pedigree 
to  boaft  of. 

Lord  Modely.     Very  fine — this  is  very 

pretty. — A    pawnbroker's   daughter  thus   rail 

againft  nobility,  (walks  about  angrily-^forcing  a 

laugh)  And  pray,  my  Lady  Infolence,  was  not 

Co  the 
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the  obligation  mutual? — Did  not  you  marry 
me,  to  be  married,  and  for  a  title  to  be  honour-^ 
able  ?  Why>  madam,  I  had  no  propenfity  for 
gambling  till  your  infernal  remits  were  efta- 
blilhed.  Recoiled,  Lady  Modely,  did  you  not 
entreat  me,  that  you  might  be  known  by  your 
feeing  mafques,  routs,  and  feleft  card-parties, 
as  you  call  them  ? — ^And  here  you  dare  upbraid 
me  with  your  fortune. 

Lady  Modely^  I  muft  diflcmble.  (afide) 
My  dear  Lord  Modely,  do  not  be  angry,  child; 
I  only  hinted  this  for  your  own  good — My 
jointure  is  not  all  gone. 

Lord  Modely.  My  jointure  ! — good — a 
temporary  refource — I  muft  foften  my  notes. 
{afide)  Well,  my  Lady,  I  can't  believe  you 
propofed  any  other  end  than  your  huft)and*s 
good.  But  you  know,  when'  a  man  finds  in  his 
own  heart,  that  he  walks  in  the  paths  of  honour 
— ^he  does  not  like  to  be  reproached. 

Lady  Modely.  Come,  come,  my  dear 
Lord,  what's  paft  cannot  be  recalled^  (looks  at 
her  watch)  Ah  !  upon  my  honour,  it  is  time  I 
fhould  prepare  j  for  my  Lady  Bell  Commerce 
fees  maflcs  rather  early  this  evening,  (going) 
You'll  be  there,  child. 

Lord  Modely.  Very  poflible.  {looks  at  her) 
^  Before 
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Before  you  go,  I  advife-  you  to  balance  your 
cheeks,  that  you  may  at  lead  know  yourfelf. 

Lady  Model y.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  how  droll 
you  can.  be.  {takes  up  the  mafques,  goes  gut  in 
bafte)  Adieu. 

Lord  Model  y.  OfFfhe  goes,  and  leaves  me 
here  to  pay  her  bills.  By  Heaven  I'll  make  her 
pay  well  for  all  this  another  way.  But  I 
think  we  have  in  conjunftion  pretty  well 
done  for  ourfelves — a  damn'd  run  of  bad  luck 
— not  an  acre  left — I  muft  look  to  tliofe  me- 
chanical ravens,  who  are  perpetually I'll  be 

dunned  no  more;  and  if  I  fucceed  with  my 
Lady  Trueman,  I  may  yet  do — Egad,  'tis  well  I 
am  in. parliament ;  my  body  refts  fecurc,  at  leafl: 
this  feflions.  What  a  rafcal  I  have  been  to 
rnyfelf — no  place  or  penfion^ — Oh,  the  minority ! 
By  all  that's  juft,  an  excellent  thought  ftrikes 
me — rU  pay  ofF  my  debts  in  a  fafhionable  way ; 
promife  largely,  and  perform  flowly  : — ^And  if 
Careful  has  not  paid  the  two  thoufand— my  r 
credit  is  yet  afloat.  .    {Exit.) 

End  of  the  First  Act. 
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IL 


SCENE    I. 


Enter  1j)kd  Modely^?^^/ Careful. 


Lord  Modely. 

WELL,  Careful,  have  you  got  the  two 
thoufand  pounds  ?   What  fay  you,  no- 
thing ?  fure  you  have  not  paid  it  off  already  ? 

Caref.  No,  my  Lord,  but  I  expeft  the 
tradefmen  in  every  moment  5  I  have  appointed 
feveral. 

LordModely.  Confound  the  tradefmen!  they 
muft  wait. — This  is  a  debt  of  honour,  and  muft 
be  paid,  ere  my  name  be  canvaffed  over  in 
every  public  refort  in  town,  and  erafed  the 
/avoir  vivre  club. — Go  this  inftant,  bring  me  the 
bills.  Careful. 

Caref.     Yes,  my  Lord,  (afidi)  To  ruin, 

perhaps. 
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perhaps,  fifty  honeft  familksfor  the  fake  of  fomc 
gambling  rip.  Well,  if  this  be  honour,  the 
Lord  grant  we  may  have  no  more  new  creations. 
Lord  Modely.  What !  not  gone  yet.  Sir! 
(walks  about — Exit  Careful)  That  a  gentleman 
muft  thus  be  peflered  with  fervants. 

Enter  Carefui,. 

Lord  Modely.     Have  you  got  it  ? 

Caref.     Yes,  my  Lord,  every  fhirlling. 

Lord  Modely.  Thou  art  an  honeft  fel- 
low; (puts  bis  hand  in  his  pocket )  then  here  is 
one  for  thee. 

Caref.    Thank  your  Lordfhip-^it  goes  very 
much  againft  my  honefty,    not  to  pay  thofe 
tradcfmen-^— I  have  told  them  fifty  lies  already. 
What  am  I  to  fay  to  them  npw  ? 
.  Lord  Modely..     I  hope  they  are  not  come. 

Caref.     Yes,  my  Lord,  fome  of  them. 

Lord  Modely.  Why  then,  tell  them  fifty 
more. — Confound  their  impudence,  can't  they 
w^it  ? — ?Who  are  they,  that  are  thus  preffing  ? 

Caref.  Why,  my  Lord,  there  is  Twift 
the  Taylor,  who  has  already  waited  four  or  five 
years ;  Angel  the  Butcher  j  Sampfon  the  Man- 
milliner  j  Rofe  the  Tallow-chandler;  and  Ron- 
geur—!-—Monfieur,  that  little  French  fmuggler, 
C  c  3  that 
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that  you  have  the  French  velvets  and  things  for 
your  drefs  ciothesu 

Lord  Modely.     Sampfon  the  Man-milli- 
ner !  What  have  I  to  do  with  that  rafcal  ? 
.    Caref,     I  don't  know — but  his  bill  is  a$ 
long  as  a  Welchman's  pedigree — My  Lordj  he 
looks  as  fulky  as  a  bum-bailifF. 

Lord  Modely.  Deteftable  profeffion  !— 
But  thanks  to  my  feat,  they  can  touch  no  peer 
or  commoner,  (aftde) 

C/^R£F.  My  Lord,  I  forgot  to  telhyou,  there 
arc  four-  Inn-keepers  from  the  boroiigh  you  re- 
prefent,  who  have,  as  they  fay>  a  fwinging  de- 
mand upon  you. 

Lord  Modely.     Tell  them  to  be  gone. 

Caref.  They  fay  as  how  they  have  affifted 
yourLordftiip  with  their  votes,  moneys,  ribbands, 
wines,  brandy,  ale,  beeves,  mutton,  and  aU 
trimmings  thereunto  belonging,  upon  condition 
that. ' 

Lord  Modely.  Damn  them,  and  their  con- 
ditions too ! 

Carep.  I  wifii  your  Lordfhip  would  con- 
defcend  to  fpeak  to  them  yourfelf — you  may 
want  their  affiftance  another  time.— The  gene- 
ral eleftion  will  be  foon  at  hand. 

Lord  Modely,      To  pleafe  thee,  Lfhall 

b©' 
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be  in  my  ftudy— but  they  muft  wait  my  iei- 

fure.  (Exit.) 

Car£F.      O  me !  O  me !  not  an  inch    of 

bowels  in  all  this  honour,  {going — me^s  Pbea- 

Jam)   Hah !  Pheafant, 

Enter  Pheasant, 

Pheasakt.  Well^  Careful,  I'm  fo  happy  to 
find  poor  Nancy  recoyered,  that  it  makes  me 
forget  my  own  misfortunes.  ; 

Caref.  Not  only  recovered,  I  hear,  Phea- 
fant;  but  Mrs.  Goodman  and  Mrs.  Defert 
have  taken  her  a  little  way  in  the  country,  on 
the  Banks  of  the  Thames,  to  -Squire  Ironfide, 
the  old  brute  her  father ;  who  vrill  fee  her  upon 
condition,  that  Ihe  may  have  nothing  to  fay  to 
Captain  Firmly,  who  is  now  arrived  in  the 
river,  and  expefted  in  tq^n  every  hour. 

Pheasant.  Efquires  a«  well  as  Lords,  now 
a-day,  make  their  SmitHfield  bargains  of  their 
children. — What  fay  you,  that  Mrs,  Goodman 
is  gohe  too  ? 

Caref.  They  tell  me  fo,  and  gone  fincc 
the  moment  the  poor  girl  recovered. 

Pheasant.     I  muft  fee  to  this,  and  purfue 

them ;   I  have  fomething  to  fay  to  Mrs.  Good- 

pmn — poor  gentlewoman,  I  pity  her — if  her 

C  c  A  daughter^ 
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daughter.  Lady  Modcly,  had  her  mother^s 
heart 

Caref.  Ay,  poor  woman,  the-  aflFair  of 
Nancy  almoin  broke  her  heart ;  but  the  change 
in  your  family  will  complete  it. 

Pheasant.  Faith,  I  fear  fo — thank  you, 
thank  you   for  your   good    news-r-good   day, 

Caref.  Hold,  Pheafant ;  if  you  are  going 
down  the  river,  you  may  mcafure  ftiort  of  your 
head,  perhaps,  before  you  return. 

Pheasant.  '  What  do  you  mean  ?. 

Caref.  Have  you  not  heard  of  the  foreign 
pirates  and  robbers  that  infeft  the  quarter  you 
are  going  to  ? — There's  fcarce  a  ihip  frorn  the 
TcHver-wharf  to  Blackwall  that  has  efcapcd 
them;  even  coaches  and  foot  paffengers  have 
been  plundered. 

Pheasant.  I  hope  Nancy  and  her  com- 
panions pafs'd  unmolefted  i  as  for  my  own  part, 
I'm  not  worth  robbing.  I  wifli  Captain  Firmly 
may  come  athwart  them,  I  fancy  they  would  rob 
no  more.  However,  in  defiance  of  them  Til 
tgo.  (going.) 

Caref.  Take  care  of  thyfelf.  Now  to  the 
tradefrrien.  .        \    ■    {Exfunt.) 


SCENE 
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SCENE  II. 

A  country  Jeat  in  view — A  boat  lands  Jome Jailors^ 
Captain  Firmly  at  their  head.^^A  boat  in 
full  Jail  qfter  a  fir  ate, 

ift  Sailor,     (Leaps  upon  the  Jiage^  Jings.) 

The  billows  around  us 
Can  never  afbound  us. 
We'll  fing  in  the  mid  ft  of  their  ftorms  : 
Let  horrors  and  eyils. 
Let  Gauls,  pirates,  devils. 
Pour  round  us,  we'll  all  fly  to  arms,  to  arms,  to 
arms ! 

Damme,  meffmates,  if  I  don't  feel  my  blood 
rife,  when  I  tread  upon  Englifh  ground. 

2nd  Sailor.  So  it  (hould,  boy— We  are 
going  to  fhew  what  mettle  there  is  in  a  few  of 
the  boys  of  old  England. 

ift  Sailor.  You'll  be  ^ith  us,  I  hope. 
Captain. 

Cap.  Firmly.    Ay  'till  death. 

\ft  Sailor.     Generous ! 

ind  Sailor.     Ay,  and  brave  as  generous. 

Capt.  Firmly.     Nay,  my  lads,  there's  no 

neceflity 
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necefllty  of  praifing  a  Britifli  tar  to  make  him 
aft  like  a  man.-— See,  fee  our  bottom's  in  full 
fail  after  the  pirate ;  let  us  crulh  thofe  who  arc 
landed — in  order  there  ■  (ft^^  ^fide  with  his 
^rawn  ^utlafs.)  (Exeunt.) 

A  band  of  'Pirates  marching  towards  the  houje. 

JB»/^  Bloodrift,  Grimlook,  Hacker,  Cy- 
MARRO  and  Dagcbr. 

Bloodrift.  By  heaven !  if  we  don't  dif- 
perfe,  we're  gone;  I  faw  our  boat  chafed. 

Grimlook.     Don't  dilpirit  us,  mefTmate. 

Bloodrift.  We  muft  fee,  at  leaft,  how  the 
fihafe  will  end, 

Grimlook.  M^y  I  never  plunder  more  but 
—(he  gainp  upon  our  boat, 

Bloodrift.  She  may  be  out-faUed^~the 
Captain  may  coafl  it  along  in  darknefs,  and 
come  to  for  us  this  Very  night,  yet — 'tis  not 
the  firft  time  this  has  happened. 

Grimlook.  However,  let  us  not  truft  to 
that — halloo !  my  boys,  to  booty,  to  booty, 

Bloodrift.  A  coach  !  let's  away,  my  lads, 
y^e  Ihall  foon  haveit— *it comes  this  way. 

(Exeunt,) 

Cymarro, 
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Cym.arro,  Daogeu,  Grimlook,  &?^t  wtb 
cut lajfes  drawn y  leading  D^s^KTy  Goopman^ 
and  Nancy  /^reaming  behind  the  Jc4ne$—>^ 
Have  pity !  murder !  murder  1— Come  aloii^ 
come  along. 

Re-enter  Pirates^ 

Nancy.     Proteft  us  Heaven  ! 

Bloodript.  Peath!  brothers,  here's  booty 
for  every  palate, 

All /peak.  Have  pity]  mercy!  (ladies  throw 
them/elves  en  their  knees.) 

Nancy.  You  are  men  of  honour — Oh! 
fpare  thofe  who  can't  help  themfelves — ^fparc 
us,  and  take  all  we  have, 

Grimlook.  Such  cries  are  nothing  new  to 
us,  ladies.  Here,  Cymarro^  let's  tie  down  the 
prifoners ;  we  muft  keep  them  till  our  Captain 
returns — Our  prize  will  be  liked. 

Bloodrift.  By  Heavens,  we  have  been 
chafing  too — if  our  matter  gets  fafe  now,  all's 
well. 

Cymarro.  Sacre  bougre  !  lopkee,  lookce, 
an  Englifti  beauty.  •  (points  at  Nancy.) 

Bloodrift.  Not  a  word,  ladies.— I've  oft 
heard  the  Englifti  beauties  mentioned  with  pe- 
culiar envy  among  our  American  and  French 

jilts. 

Grimlook. 
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Grimlook.  See  you  don't  hurt  her— why 
do  you  cry,  child  ?  (Nancy  cries)  Be  not  afraid, 
you're  here  among  thofe  who'll  fight  till  death 
for  you. 

Bloodrift,  Ay,  brother,  that  we  wilh — 
Come,  Mifs,  give  us  a  fong. 

Desert.     O  gentlemen,  for  Heaven's  fake  ! 

Cymarro^     Who  be  dat  old  hag  ? 

Nancy.     My  aunt.  Sir. 

Bloodrjft.  FU  divide  her  from  head  to 
ftern,  if  you  don't  fing  this  inftant.  . 

Nancy.     Ah  !  forbear — I'll  do  any  thing. 

SONG. 

When  the  nightingale  lofes 

Both  her  freedom  and  rnate. 

Bitter  grief  ihe  infufes. 

And  bewails  her  own  fate. 

As  abandoned  a  lover. 

And  as  lonely  as  fhe, 
I've 'loft  I  fear,  what  time  can  ne'er  recover. 
Yet  I  have  no  tears,  my  Firmly,  but  for  thee. 

Bloodrift.     It  would  make  a  devil  undoflF 
his  dcvilifhnefs,  and  fmile  in  the  face  of  virtue. 
Grimjloqk.     She  fhall  be  our  fyren. 

Bloodrift. 
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Bloodrift.  If  flic's  bad,  ftie'U  undo  us ;  if 
flic's  kind,  flic'U  be  happy. 

Grimlogk.  See,  lady,  to  fliew  you  wc 
mean  not  to  treat  you  as  you  cxpefb ;  and  that 
you  may  know  you'll  be  happy  with  us  3  except- 
ing your  liberty,  aflc  any  other  thing,  and  this 
minute,  I  pledge  the  word  of  all  my  brothers, 
it  fliall  be  granted. 

Nancy.  O  !  then,  fpare  and  .deliver  thofc 
two  ladies. 

,     All/peak.     Generous  !  you  have  that,    afk 
no  more. 

Nancy^     Then  kind  Heaven  proteft  me  ! 

(^Exeunt.) 

Captain  Firmly  and  his  men  behind  the fcenes. 

Capt.  Firmly.  Here,  here,  my  lads,  the 
noife  was  this  way — fee  here,  we're  on  the  neft. 
{they  all  enter^  Draw  your  cutlafTes — -have  your 
pifl:ols  ready — as  our  number  is  fmall,  let  us 
join  in  a  fong  of  war,  to  make  it  appear  greater. 
They  can't  cfcape  now,  we're  between  them 
and  their  boat. 

SONG. 

What  binds  the  fierce  lion  upon  his  own  fliore  ? 
What  hinders  the  dark  Britifli-thunder  to  roar  i 

WiU 
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Will  Albion  allow  her  own  children  to  fec^ 

Thofe  Gauls,  pirates,  flaves,  on  her  ground  that 
is  free? 

O !  Britons,  enough,  you  Ve  been  playing  too  long. 
Now  crowd  all  your  fhrouds. 
And  in  thunder  and  clouds. 

Drive  on  frighted  Gaul,  till  flxe  alters  her  fong. 

Triumphant  in  all  th*  oftentation  of  pride. 
The  formidable  Britons  they  fain  wou'd  deride, 
Unaccuftom*d  to  laurels,  they  knew  not  their  ufe, 
A  viflory  with  them  becomes  an  abufc. 

O  !  Britons,  &:c. 

But  now  *tis  your  *turn,  Britannia,  arife. 
The  Gauls  fee  their  triumphs  themfelves  with 

furprife: 
Take  your  thunder,  advance,  the  wide  ocean 

fwcep. 
And  grind  the  unwarlike,and  reign  o'er  the  deep, 

O !  Britons,  &c. 

(Afiourtjh)  To  arms  !  to  arms  I  the  pirates !  In 
here,  my  lads,  after  them.     .  (Exeunt.) 


SCENE 
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SCENE        III. 

Nancy  ulone^  tied  to  a  rock,  in  a  Itmefomefituation. 

Nancy,     I  do  hot  know  how  it  is^  but  I 
never  thought  I  had  fo  much  courage — I  have 
done  a  good  aftioi>— Heaven  will  proteft  me. 
Thefe  men,  if  well  attacked,  will  either  all  fly, 
or  all  die. — O  !  if  Firmly  were  here,  the  ge- 
nerous, the  brave,  the  noble  Firmly,  I'm  fure 
he*d  proteft  me  j  but,  ah  !  perhaps  he^s  long 
before  now   buried  in  the  ftormy  main,      O  ! 
fweet  virtue,  how  great  doft  thou  appear  in  the 
midft  of  the   greateft  trials ! — hark !  yon  groan 
— the  noifc  abates !— a  fliout  of  viftory !— Good 
Heav'n  ! — fee  ! — ah  !   (a  great  clajhing  of  cut'' 
laffeSy  firing  of  Piftols  behind  tbefcenes.) 

Enter  SailorsjCAPT Am  Firmly  at  their  head. 

Capt.  Firmly.     Well,   my  lads,  this  lait 
attack  entitles, you  to  a  double  allowance  of 

grog- 
Nancy,  (unfeen)  It  is  !  it  iis  my  Firmly  J 

Capt.  Firmly.   I  myfelf  (hall  fpeak  for  you, 

you  (hall  have  the  reward,  allowed  by  aft  of 

parlianfient,  for  apprehending  robbers, 

Nancy. 
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Nancy,,  (unjeen)  Thou  generous  Firmly  f 
could  I  but  fly  into  thy  arms. 

Cockswain.  Split  my  timbers  if  I  don^c 
grog  it,  when  we  get  fafe  to  our  moorings, 
whilft  I  have  a  rupee  left,  drinking.  Captain, 
your  next  good  Vjoyage. 

The  Others.  And  we*ll  be  in  thy  wake, 
my  heiirty  one. 

'  Nancy,  (un/een)  I  wou'd  (peak  to  him,  but 
if  he  fhou'd,  and  would  hot  know  me. 

Capt.  Firmly.  This  is  not  the  firft  time, 
my  lads,  you  have  given  proof  of  your  attach- 
ment to  me,  and  valour  for  your  country. 
Thefe  laft  five  fellows,  I  hope,  are  the  remain- 
der of  the  gang — I  faw  our  yawl  chafe  and 
board  their  cutter.  You'll  go,  bear  a  hand,  and 
fee  the  ruffians  flung  on  board : — ^When  the 
fiiip  comes  to  her  moorings,  I'll  have  a 
party  ready  to  convey  them  to  Bow-fl:reet.— 
Be  nimble,  the  tide  flows — ^I'U  take  the  land. 

Cockswain,  {going)  Stave  my  keg,  but  we 
bundle  them  ofi^,  before  you  fay  Moll  Thomp- 
fon.  Come,  meflinates,  let's  fliear  oflT,  and  take 
the  lumber  in  tow.  {Exeunt.) 

Capt.  Firmi-V.  A  fortunate  capture  this  : 
it  will  quiet  the  alarms  of  the  people  about 
here.  If  all  is  well  with  my  Nancy,  this 
voyage  will  crown  my  happinefs.    (Nancy  calls 
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to  him,  hut  he  does  not  bear  ber-^^he  continues  look- 
ing around  him)  Let  me  fee,  V\\  take  this  path 
•—I  fee  St.  Paul's  j  it  muft  be  the  direft  road. 

Nancy,  (jinfeen)  He  comes  this  way  !  How 
my  poor  heart  beats !  I  hope  he  ftill  loves  me. 
{Firmly  going)  Sir,  'Sir,  Firmly  !  oh ! 

Firmly.   (Jiarts)   I  heard  a  voice — I  may 
be  way-laid. — 1*11  defend  myfelf.  (unjheatbs  his 
/word.) 

Nancy.     Sir,  Sir. 

Capt.  Firmly.  ,There  again  !— A  female 
by  its  tone ;  it  feems  weak,  and  may  want  af- 
fiftance  (Searches  and  dijappears.) 

Nancy.  Firmly,  Sir — He's  gone — O  Hea- 
vens !  here  I  muft  now  perifh,  oh  !  (Firmly  op-- 
pears)  Happy,  happy  return  ! — He  comes  this 
way.     Sir,  Captain,  Firmly^  oh ! 

Capt.  Firmly.  Again  it  calls  me  both  by 
name  and  profeffion.  (going  up  to  her)  It  muft 
be  an  acquaintance,  (be  Jiarts  on  feeing  her) 
What !  a  lady  in  this  folitary  abode,  and 
faftened !  {unjheatbs  his/word—Jhe /creams)  Fear 
me  not,  madam,  I  am  more  the  friend  thaa 
the  enemy  of  the  diftreffed.  {with  his  /word 
cuts  the  cord.) 

Nancy.  Thank  you.  Sir,  for  this  kind  acft; 
and  how  to  reward— oh!  that  he  did  but 
know  me.  (ajide.) 

D  d  Capt. 
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Capt.  Firmly,  Mcndon  it  not,  my  fair 
one ;  the  aft  of  itfelf,  to  me  is  an  invaluable 
reward.  Permit  mc  to  aflift  you — ^this  way-^ 
chear  up  your  fpirits— be  not  afraid — 1*11  pro- 
teft  you,  at  the  expence  of  my  life.  But 
how  came  you  to  be  thus  cruelly  treated,  my 
little  fyren  ? 

.  Nancy,  By  five  robbers.  Sir,  in  the  habit 
of  feamen.  He  does  not  know  me  ^  I  hope  he 
will,  (ajide.) 

Capt.  Firmly,  Monfters  !  Thofe  very  rob- 
bers are  now  my  prifoncrs ;  and  they  Ihall  re- 
ceive a  reward  due  to  their  crimes,  (looking  at 
her)  By  this  light,  but  ihe*s  an  angel,  {afiie.) 

Nancy.  I  have  often  heard  that  love  was 
blind — I  am  now  convinced.  But  perhaps,  he 
will  not  fee  his  poor  deferted  Nancy*  (afide.) 

Capt.  Firmly,  {with  eyes  fixed  on  her)  By 
my  foul,  the  out- lines  of  her  face  wear  the 
exaft  refemblance  of  my  Nancy,  tho*  old 
tnough  to  be  her  mother — her  cheeks  are  fal- 
len, her  eyes'  fuift,  and  the  roles,  if  they  ever 
blew  on  that  emaciated  countenance,  are  flown. 
Yet,  yet  there's  ftill  a  fomething  in  that  face  (b 
lovely ;  that  my  heart — I,  I  feel — I  never  felt  the 
like  fenfations,  but  when  in  the  prefence  of  her 
I  loved,  -What,  what  can  all  this  trembling 
mean  ?  Who  can  fl^e  be  ?  Zounds  1  Til  funi- 
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mons  up  courage,  and  alk  her  name— Ihe  cannot 
conftrue  it  idle  impertinence,  (afide)  My 
fair  unfortunate,  may  I  be  permitted,  without 
offence,  to,  to  alk  your  name  ?  What  the  devil 
—why  this  fear  and  trembling  ?  (afide.) 

Nancy.  To  conceal  my  name  from  my 
deliverer,  wou'd  be  ungrateful,  (unkojing  bis 
fiSlure  from  herbojom)  But  as  my  fpirits  are  ex- 
haufted  by  misfortune  and  defpair;  I  muft  beg 
to  prcfent  you  with  this  maft  valuable  refemb* 
glance,  which  has  been  the  companion  of  my 
heart,  fince  th«  long  ^bfence  of  the  original* 
{giving  him  the  p£iure)  That  little  gem  will 
ipeak  for  mel 

CaIpt.  Firmly,  (fiarts)  My  own  pifture  ! 
flookingon  ber,  trembling)  Heaven  and  earth  !— 
Who  is  this  ?  Nancy  !  is  it  you  ? — my  love  !— 
my  life !— my  foul  I 

Nancy*     It  is  indeed,  O  Firmly  1— 

Capt.  Firmly,  {embraces  ber)  Have  I  deli- 
vered thee  \  then  Heaven  has  been  kind  indeed. 

Nancy,  •  O  Firmly!  Firmly  1  I  am  weak. 

Capt.  Firmly,     Ah  1  my  blind  eyes — But, 

but  why  conceal  from  me Suffer  me  to 

convey  thee,  the  dear  objeft  of  my  foul>  to  a 
more  calm  fituation: — There,  my  love,  I*U 
rpeak  my  love  j  and  prove  to  you,.I*have  been 
true* 

Dd2     '  SCENE 
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SCENE        IV. 


Lord  Model  y  in  his  ftudy^  walking  about 
difordered. 

Lord  Model y.  Curfe  this  eledkion,  and 
that  pedantic  Nabob  that  oppofed  me,  I  wilh 
thofe  rafcals  were  gone — I  muft  flatter,  and  aft 
politically — Oh>  here  they  conie. 

Enter  Gill,  Nogan,  Bumper,  and  Puncheon, 
introduced  by  Careful. 

Lord  Model y.  What!  my  old  friends! 
(Jhakes  hands)  where  have  you  all  been  ?  I 
have  expcdled  you  this  month.  How  do  all 
friends  at  Bribery  ?  Upon  my  honour,  I  am 
glad  to  fee  you.. 

All.  Thank  your  honour,  thank  your  honour. 
We  have  all  a  got  our  bills  wee  us. 

Lord  Modely.  The  devil  you  have,  (afide) 
Well,  let  me  fee  them,  {they  give  the  bills — be 
reads)  900/.  500/.  800/.  600/.  huni,  hum. 

Puncheon.     'Tis  a  fpanking  fum.  Sir,  and 

pleaie 
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pleafe  you,  my  Lord,  to  people  in  our  fmall 
way,  but  nothing  to  your  honour. 
*  Lord  Model y.  You  arc  very  right,  at  any 
other  time;  but  my  good  friends,  upon  my 
honour,  {all  look  difappointed)  I  can't  pay  you 
juft  now :  the*  late  purchafe  I  made  has  quite 
drained  me. 

Puncheon.  I  am  ruined  then,  my  Lord, 
and  pleafe  you. 

The  Other sj5>^tf^-  So  am  I,  fo  am  L 
'  Lord  Modely.  Gome,  come,  my  worthies, 
don't  be  call  down,  Pll  make  it  up  to  you  in 
an  ample  manner:  Y\\  give  each  of  you  a 
bond  better  than  land  fecurity,  full  five  per 
cent. 

Puncheon.  But  your  Lordfhip,  and  pleafe 
you.  Sir,  (I  may  fpeak  too  for  my  townfmen) 
we  can  make  more  than  five  per  cent,  of  our 
money.  Your  honour  will  confider,  that  Mr. 
Pagoda  the  Nabob,  made  fwinging  offers  in 
the  town. 

Lord  Modely.  I  underftand  you  perf  :'5Hy 
—I  am  fenfible  of  your  great  fervices  during 
the  poll — I  fhall  a6t  honourably.  To  make 
you  amends,  I  fhall  add  fifty  pounds  to  every 
hundred ;  and  give  you  my  bond  for  the  whole 
fum,  at  five  per  cent,  intereft :  and  fhall  order 
•    Ddj  Double^ 
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Double-fee,  my  Attorney,  to  execute  the  foufi^ 
nefs  immediately. 

All.  Thank  your  honour,  thank  your  honour 

Puncheon.  But  your  worfhip,  your  wor-^ 
ihip  promifed  my  daughter  Fan  a  place  ac 
court,  when  fhe  warmed  the  bed.  for  your  ho- 
nour, the  night  before  the  eleftion. 

All.  Bribery  !  bribery !  to  promife  favours 
before  the  eledion. 

.  Lord  Mowsly.  Tell  Fan  to  make  herfelf 
happy,  file's*  provided  fon  ■'  As  for  bribery, 
pooh,  pooh,  there  is  no  getting  into  pariianrtcnt 
without  it :  and  tho*  we  condemn  the  meafure 
in  public,  \ve  never  ftiut  our  mouths  againfl:  it 
in  private.  However,  reft  yourfelf  aflured, 
when  opportunity  offers,  I  (hall  not  forget  your 
intereft. 

All.   Blefs  your  honour.  iSP^^Z*) 

Puncheon.  An't  you  Lordfhip  a^kin  to 
the  Prime- Minifter,  and  the  great  men  of  ftate, 
and  the  Archbifhops  ? 

Lord  Modely.  Right,  you  are  right.— 
Pray,  my  complirrients  to  my  honeft  friends  at 
Bribery. 

All.     Ay,  ay,  your  honour.— Whorra  ! 
^  C  Exeunt.  J 

Lord  Modely,  Ha !  ha  I  ha  !  moft  nobly 
tranfaded,  upon  my  honour,  ha  !  ha !  ha ! 

Enter 
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Enter  Careful. 

Caref.  I  am  glad  your  Ldrdfhip  paid 
them,  no  more  dunned  by  them — ^they  were  well 
pleafcd,  they  fung  merrily.  The  little  French 
fniuggler  is  very  uneafy,  having  waited  fo  long. 

Lord  Model  y.  Zounds,  Careful,  I  forgot 
him — tell  him  to  call  in  the  morning,  and 
bring  his  bill,  with  fome  of  the  neweft  patterns 
from  Paris.  Send  me  Twift.  {Exit  Careful) 
I  inuft  riot  forget  Monfieur  Marefhal,  or  I  fhall 
have  nothing  proper  for  the  birth-day  fuit. 

Enter  Twist. 

Twist.  Your  Lordlhip's  moft  obedient,  de- 
voted, and  vefy  humble  fervant.  Here  is  my 
bill,  moft  right  honourable. 

Lord  Mqdely.  Well,  my  little  Twift, 
how  do'ft  do,  my  worthy  j  I  Ihan't  run  over 
your  bill,  Twift,-  Vm  convinced  'tis  right. 
Thou  art  an  honcft  fellow,  {puts  it  in  bis 
pocket.) 

Twist.  Your  Lordfliip^s  opinion  creeps 
into  my  blood,  and  toxicates  my  attic-ftory, 
I  fwear  and  wow  to  your  noble  Lordfhip,  nay 
more,  {Jakes  out  a  bodkin)  may  this  inftrument, 
already  fatal  to  animals  lower  than  your  Lord- 
D  d  4  fhip's 
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ftiip's  humble  fervant — may  this  weapon,  I  fay, 
prick  my  very  phials  into  a  honey-comb,  if 
ever  I  cabbaged  an  inch — alone — hem — of 
your  materials :  no,  nor  fiifFered  the  draper's 
bribe  to  enter  my  fob.  No,  no,  my  Lord,  I 
han't  a  been  what  I  am,  if  I  had^taken  fhort 
meafure  by  the  wholefale,  and  retailed  it  out  as 
full  and  per  advance. 

Lord  Model y.  You  are  an  extraordinary 
chara6ter. — There's  nothing  like  a  clear  con- 
fcience,  friend  Twift. 

Twist.  Your  Honour's — Lordfliip's  words 
are  a  cordial  to  my  narves ;  and  when  confcience 
comes  under  my  (heers,  there's  not  a  mailer  in 
the  branch — hem — tho'  I  fay  it  myfelf,  that 
can  cut  clofer,  or  that  under  (lands  an  ell  Eng- 
lifli  from  an  ell  Flemifli  better^— hem— hem — 
than,Twi{l. 

Lord  Modely.  Til  let  him  run  on ;  the 
more  he  fays,  the  better,  {afide)  You  certainly 
deferve  to  be  encouraged. 

Twist.  Why,  your  Lordftiip  muft  know, 
T'm  no  Papift — no,  I  am  a  Whitfilite — a  lamb 
after  his  own  varfion,  peace  to  his  deadly  fouU 
And  further,  as  I  may  fay — my  fliopboard  can 
witnefs  my  teftations;  and  if  any  of  my  journey- 
fellows,  even  by  accident,  fhould  bounce  out  an 
oath,  I  knock  him  down  with  my  goofe,  a*  full 
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pot  of  amber,  (ftruts  about)  Ay,  ay,  your 
Lordfhip,  if  my  religion,  trade,  and  confciencc 
did  not  jog  finger  and  thimble  together,  Mr* 
Twift,  Taylor  and  Habit-maker,  had  not  a 
been  in  brafs-plate  on  my  fcarlet  door ;  and,  not 
that  I  found  my  own  independancc,  my  fummer 
villa — tea,  and  cold  colleftions,  had  not  flou- 
riihed  in  Marybone  in  the  Fields,  (takes Jnuff 
majefttcally.) 

Lord  Modely.  I  think  I  have  the  dapper 
now  in  his  own  thimble,  (afide)  I  am  really 
glad,  Mr.  Twift,  that  you  have  made  fuch  good 
ufe  of  your  time.  Indeed,  merit  and  honeft  in- 
duftry,  fooner  or  later,  will  meet  with  their 
reward.  I  prefume  the  bufinefs  of  a  Taylor 
is  very  profitable — ey^  friend  Twift. 

Twist.  Formerly,  my  Lord  ;  but  the  times 
have  much  engenderated  now.  The  French 
runagates  run  us  Qj;^tons  down  to  a  thread.  L 
hope  your  Honour,  now  you.  are  in  parliament, 
will  make  a  law  to  tranfport  them  back  to  their 
own  country. 

Lord  Model y.  Now's  my  time.  (afide)\ 
never  employ  any  of  them,  nor  ever  (hall,  in  pre- 
ference to  my  own  countrymen,  I  give  you  my 
honour.  But,  friend  Twift,  juft  now,  I  am 
rather  (hort  of  money,  I  can't  difcharge  your 
bill^  upon  my  hoqour. 

Twist* 
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Twist.  Not  a  few  hundreds,  my  Lord? 
(looks  dejeSied.) 

Lord  Modely.     Upon  my  honour. 

Twist,  Why  then,  my  credit  (hakes  like 
the  magnum  cbartum  j  it  may  all  be  whipped 
in  my  thimble. 

Lord  Modelv.  Come,  come,  not  fo — your 
independance,  Mr.  Twift,  your  independance — 
—your  fummer  villa — your  cold  collations— 
your- 

Twist.'  Ay,  but  my  Lord,  'tis  not  all 
gold  that  gliders  upon  my  honour. 
,  Lord  Modely.  Well,  Twift,  as  you  are 
a  man  of  honour  too,  and  an  enemy  to  cabbage, 
ril  make -you  an  honourable  propofal.— Your 
bill  is  twelve  hundred  pounds.  Now,  friend 
Twift,  fuppofc  I  procure  you  a  place  under  go- 
vernment of  two  hundred  pounds  a  year,  will 
you  give  me  a  receipt  in  full  ? 

Twist.  Two  hundred  pounds  per  annum. 
Yes,  upon  my  confcience,  in  full  of  all  de- 
mands.— May  my  Iheers  never  enter  the  bowels 

of  another  bale  of  fuperfine But  ah  !  my 

Lord,  an'c  you  what  they  call  a  minority  Lord  ? 
If  fo,  may  my  notch- board  be  burned  to  a  cin- 
der, if  ever  your  Lordfhip  will  have  it  in  your 
power  to  fit  me. 

Lord  Modely*     You  are  quite  a  politician, 
4  my 
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my  little  worthy;  I  admire  exceedingly  the 
}uftnefs  of  your  remark.  It  is  true,  I  have 
TOted  in  the  minority ;  but  it  was  merely  out 
of  meafure  of  oppofition.  But  my  error  is  but 
too  vifible — public  affairs,  as  well  as  my  do- 
meftic,  oblige  me  to  be  minifterial.  When 
you  hear  of  a- vacancy,  come  and  tell  me. 

Enter  Careful. 

Gar£F.  My  Lord,  a  meffengcr  is  juft.comc 
from,  the  minifter,  intreating  your  immediate 
attendance  at  the  Houfe.  (Exit.) 

Lord  Modely.  Egad  a  lucky  come  off* 
{aftde)  You  fee,  Mr.  Twift,  they  cannot  do. 
without  me — I  muft  attend — my  country  calls 
— and  depend,  Mr.  Twift,  your  intereft  Ihall 
not  be  forgot. 

Enter  Careful. 

Caref.  My  Lord,  Mr.  Angel  the  Butcher 
is  all  impatience  below. 

Lord  Model  y.  The  hard  featured  villain  ! 
tell  him  to  be  gone — I'll  ruin  him  for  his  imper- 
tinence— not  a  cuftomer  that  I  can  hinder  him 
ofi  Ihall  buy  of  him.     You  fee,  Twift,   how 

I  fervc 
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I  fcrve  people  when  they  grow  infolcnt.   {Twijt 
looks  frighted)  That  fellow  is  a  moleftation  to  me. 

Twist.  Well,  my  Lord,  I  on't  attain  you 
any  longer—your  fervant,  my  good  Lord — 
200 — 200 — 200  a  year.  {Exii.) 

Lord  Modely.  I  hope  you  told  the  mef- 
fenger  I  was  not  at  home.  Careful. 

Car£f.  Your  Lordfhip  knows  that  to  be 
the  ftandirig  order. — I  told  him,  you  was  gone 
to  the  Houfe. 

Lord  , Model y.  That  was  bravely  done. 
Careful — ^go  and  fliew  Angel  the  door — ^well 
wrought  upon  my  honour — ^nothing  like  a  {Exit 
Careful)  confequential  air,  and  an  honeft  face. 
Next  to  my  Trucman, 


End  of  the  Second  Act» 
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ACT  III. 


SCENE         I. 


Trusty    folus. 

THIS  key  leads  me  to  the  drawer,  in 
which  is  a  bank  receipt  for  fifty  thoufand 
pounds  and  upwards,  bank  ftock :  I  placed  it 
there  myfelf— carefully  locked  it  up— 'tis  for 
myfelf— 'tis  my  own — I'll  be  independant — FU 
be  what  I  never  was  before,  gay,  regardlefs  of 
care,  void  of  principle.  Oh  !  my  confcience ! 
confcience  !  it  wrings  my  heart,  it  flings  me  ! 
O  thou  rewarder  of  the  innocent ! — I  will  die 
as  I  have  lived,  unconfcious  of  ever  doittg  a. 
diflioneffi  aftion.  But  thefe  fifty  thoufands  teaze 
me — modern  honefty  fays  they  are  my  own.— 
In  the  agonies  of  death,  my  old  mafter  charged 
me  never  to  part  with  them  till  he  demanded 
them: — .He  never  demanded  them — they  are 

my  own— modern  prafticc  keeps  them,- I'll 

remain 
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remain  old  faftiioned,  and  deliver  them  to  the 
right  owner,  tho'  he  diftreflcs  me. — Thou  fliaJt 
not  in  thy  old  age,  Trufty,  be  branded  with 
the  epithets  of  knave  and  rogue ;  thy  old  bofbm 
Ihall  not  feel  the  bitter  flings  of  a  guilty  confcicncc. 
Welcome  poverty — exercife  thy  unrelenting  au- 
thority— prey  upon  the  old  carcafe  of  a  forfaken 
fervant — do  all  thou  can'ft;  thou  may 'ft  make 
me  fufFer — but  thou  canft  never  make  me  unjiift. 
{looks  dejected.) 

Enter  Jack  English. 

Jack  Enq.  What,  my  father  !  my  friend! 
my  good  counfcllor  !  I  rejoice  to  fee  you,  (^»- 
Iraces)  tho'  it  grieves  me  to  the  foul,  to  find 
you  thus  abandoned.  Come,  my  much  injured 
friend,  throw  off  the  melancholy  that  over- 
whelms you. 

Trusty.  Mr.  Englifti,  Tm  happy  to  fee 
you  \  tho^  I  dread  the  confequencc  that  brought 
you  hither. 

Jack  Eno.  A  juft  caufe  brought  me  hither, 
but  diflionour  forced  me  to  that  neccflity.  Mr. 
Trufty,  Sir  Softpate  is  turned  a  perfeft  cox- 
comb, a  Frenchman  in  every  fenfe  of  the  word. 

Trusty.  I  feel  for  him,  I  am  really  con- 
cerned. 

Jack  Eno.  Feel  for  him  I  why,  Mr.  Trufty, 

he 
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he  does  not  feel  for  himrelf,  nor  his  friends;  he 
is  loft  to  humanity — has  taken  his  leave  of  the 
common  diftates,  not  only  of  reafon,  but  of 
confcience. 

Trusty.  Why,  Jack,  I  can't  contradid 
thee;  thou  waft  always  ftirewd,  fcnfible,  and  full 
of  obfervation,  but  rather  wild. 

Jack  Eng.  I  have  veered  a  little  fom?- 
times  from  the  ftraight  path.  I  loved  pleafure^ 
'tis  true  j  but  never  did  harm  to  any  body  but 
myfelf.  I  never,  during  my  fcrvice  with  Sir 
Softpate,  neglefted  his  perfon  or  intereft  j  or 
ever  preferred  pleafure  to  the  duty  of  a  fervant* 

Enter  Ben. 

Ben.  Mr.  M'  Shuffle  begs  to  (peak  with  you 
about  bufincfs  of  great  confequence. 

Jack  Eng.  I'll  withdraw,  and  return  when 
you  are  more  at  leifure ;  your  fervant.    {ExiL) 

Trusty.  So  muft  I,  till  I  recover  fpirits 
enough  to  face  this  fycophant.  (going)  On  bu- 
finefs  of  confequence — What  can  this  mean  ? 
Perhaps  my  former  favours  to  him  begin  to  work 
him  up  to  a  compliance ;  he  may  mean  tp  make 
a  tender  of  his  fervices : — Poor  and  friendlefs 
as  I  am,  I  would  fooner  ftarve  than  accept 
them,  {Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Ts/Iac  Shuffle. 

Mac  Shuffle.     Weel,  weel,  it  has  aw  bcert 
a  mauxim  of  long  ftanding  in  mec  faimiljr, 
neaver  to  loafe   any   thing  for  the  want  of 
courage  to  afk  for  it ;  nor  necver  to  graunt 
feavors,'iinIafs  there  ware  advantegeoiis  objefl: 
in  view,  or  fome  onterefting  connaftions,  for 
the  gude  of  me  faimily.     1  have  a  wiefe  and 
twa  bairns,  that  maun  be  taicken  caire  an,  and 
ther  is  noa  freend  auqual  to  one's  fell,  and  your 
acquaintaince  will  ay  refpaft  you. — ^Aw  Scot- 
land kens  vary  weel,  that  the  faimily  of  the  M^ 
Shuffles  were  ay  netted  for  theere  oeconimee  and 
Ibrecofti-     I  thot  Mr.  Trufty  a  vera  fubftontial 
mon,  and  a  mon  of  great  onfluence ;  and  being 
Stuard  to  Sir  Softpeate,  was  weel  worthee  the 
nottice  of  me  faimiliej  for  Stuards  in  general 
are  a  vera  threeving  occupation — like  the  bony 
onterprizing  Scots  laud  fra  the  north,  as  he  ad- 
vances toa  the  footh,  he  gathers  ftrength,  power, 
ind  fwalls  as  does  the  fnaw-baw,   when  it  raws 
down  the  hilU  baith  graw  big  in  fcize  awa 
ccmfaquancer 
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Re  enter  Trusty.  M^ Shuffle  all  obedience. 

Trusty.  I  fhonld  not  have  detained  you^ 
but  bufinefs  pleads  an  excufe. 

Mac  Shuffle.  Nae  apologees,  freend  Trufty; 
I  houp  your  affairs  are  like  to  turn  out  better 
than  ye  expafted.  Aw,  matter  Trufty,  it  grieves 
me  to  the  fol,  to  fee  marit  fae  bawdly  rewarded 
— but  providance  is  aw  fufficiant  an  mindful 
of  the  delcgent. 

Trusty.  Pray,  Sir,  what  may  be  your 
commands  ?-^If  you  have  any,  proceed. 

Mac  Shuffle.  I  have  aw  favor  to  afk  o'ye 
— -pleafe  to  recoUeft,  freend  Trufly,  yeer  pro- 
mife  to  me  5  and  I  do  auxpeft,  and— and  I 
don't  dout,  but  yeer  a  mon  o'yeer  word.— The 
Execution  of  the  leefe  before  yer*e  awa. 

Trusty.  No  Sir,  'tis  out  of  my  power;  I 
don^  now  look  upon  myfelf  as  Sir  Softpate's 
Steward, — ^I  cannot-^: 

Mac  Shuffle.  Weel,  weel,  gude  maifter 
Trufty,  here's  tei>  p^wn4  for  ye.r— The  date 
o'thc  leefe  maw  gaung  before  the  letter  o'your 
defmiffion.— Gome,  come,  me  gude  freend 
Trufly,  rU  be  more  leeberal,  and  double  the 
fum. 

Tri^sty,    Away  you  fycophant;  fuchmer- 
E  e  cenary 
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cenary  tricks  fliall  never  enter  this  bolbm  ;  poor 
and  friendlefs  as  it  may  be,  no  bribe  fliall  e*er 
corrupt  it  to  do  what's  di (honourable.  If  the 
leafe  is  worth  twenty  pounds  more  than  the 
bargain  to  you,  'tis  worth  as  much  to  the  leffee. 
* — Zounds  !  away,. e'er  you  be  led. to  the  horfe- 
pond.  {Exit  M^Sbuffle  in  a  hurry")  I  flian't  be 
ah  (enemy,  however,  to  the  wretch,  if  1  fliotild 
phance  to  be  queftioned  about  his  propiifed 
leafe. — But  ftop — perhaps  he'll  meet  a  different 
reception  from  the  French  Steward.  I  under^ 
ftand  he  is  by  trade  a  barber :  ay,  ay,  he  carries 
a  keen  razor,  that  will  fliave  his  mafter  clofe 
and  cafy ;  and  if  he  does  not  altogether  Wind 
him  with  marefliall  powder — fcent  it  more 
ftrongly,  and  lull  him  to  a  lethargy.  Thirty 
leafes  will  foon  expire— a^  their  renewal,  he 
perhaps  may  take  a  bribe,  and  no  fmall  one— 
with  provifos  and  certain  conditions  too  pe- 
culiar, I  fear,  to  the  profeffion,  (Exit.} 


SCENE         II. 

Tom  at  his^  Lodgings^  with  a  pot  of  Porter  before, 
bim-^juft  returned  from  France. 

Enter  Pheasant  and  Chase. 

;Pheasant.    What !  what.    Tommy,  my 

hearty 
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hearty  0ae,    Vm  (Jhgkgs  bands)  glad  to  fee 
thee. 

Tom.  This  is  friendly  of  you,  to  come  and 
fee  a  poor  devil  out  of  place. 

Pheasant.  ,Out,  Tom  ]  then  we  are  come 
tp  .bear  thee  cpmpfiny.'— I  thoujght  we  were  all 
fettled  -for  life- 

Tom.  So  did  I  ^  but  fervice,  you  fee,  is  no 
inheritance. 

Fheasai^t^  I  always  thought  fo,  but  I  know 
it  now.  jBut  hpw  cam'ft  before  Sir  Softpate  ?— 
what,  left  him  jn  France  ? 

Tom.  Damn  the  cqimtry!  L  hate  it,  and 
4II  tbofe  who  prefer  French  runagates  to  the 
..boys  of  Old  England. 

Pheasant.  Well  f4id.~-But  pray,  how 
cam'ft  difch.ar^ed  ? 

Tom.  I'm  not  propejfly  difch^rged  neither ; 
I  took  flight  ere  my  wings  were  clipped,  or 
my  body  harneffed,  as  they  do  houfe- breakers, 
when  they  get  thepi  to  Newgate. 

Pheasant,  The  devil !  not  robb'd  him,  I 
hope. 

Tom.  Rob  him!  he  is. not  worth  robbing. 
Harkee — Sir   Softpate    is   eat   up    alive    with 

Monfieurs ^a  parcel  of  barbers,  bernatiers, 

jind  unqudified  traders,  who  fatter  h.im  to  h^s 

E  e  a  Pheasant^ 
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Pheasant.   The  devil  fcrape  all  the  locuftsj^ 
I  fay.     But  how  difcharged,  Tom  ? 

Tom.  You  muft  know,  that  Sir  Softpate 
and  my  lady  went  poft  one  day  about  forty 
miles.  Over  night.  Sir  Softpate  charged  me 
to  take  care  of  thofe  French  travellers,  when  we 
arrived  at  the  hotel ;  to  get  the  poor  fellows 
fome  fack-whey,  and  to  fee  their  beds  were 
well  aired,  as  they  were  unacquainted  with  the 
etiquette  of  travelling  (I  think  he  called  itj. 
G  how  my  teeth  chattered  with  paflion,  and 
my  arms  trembled  for  revenge  ! 

Pheasant.     And  did  not  thy  blood  boil  ? 

Tom.  Boil }— hear  me  on.  I  looked  dc- 
vilifh  crofs — not  a  word  came  from  poor  Eng- 
lifh  Pilgarlick. — Sir  Softpate  perceived  fome- 
thing  on  my  brows — his  dear  lady  faw  ftill  more, 
and  in  unifon  ftruck  up  a  litany  of  all  the 
Englifti  fox-hunters,  badger-routers,  bull-bait- 
ers, bog-trotters  they  could  think  on.  How- 
ever, I  did  as  I  was  bid,  and  took  the  fack-whey 
to  one  of  my  brother  footmen's  bedfuie,  who 
wa^  then  undreffing : — As  foon  as  he  faw  it,  be 
fcreamed  out,  allons,  allons,  donnez  moi  cela, 
donnez  moi  cela — he  tafted  it ;  and,  juft  as  if 
he  fpoke  to  another  Frenchman,  faid,  cc  bougre 
d*  Anglois  n'a  point  mis  de  fucre  \ — Down 
:|/cnt  the  bafon ;  and  with  this  fift,  here  it  is 
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my  boys,  I  foon  convinced  him,  that  he  was  a 
Frenchman,  and  I  a  rude  Briton :  with  one  or 
two  of  Johnny  Broughton's  knocks,  I  left  him 
Ijprawling.  Damn  him,  if  it  was  not  for  his 
pitiful  cries,  I  could  have  lathered  him  to  an 
Egyptian  mummy* 

Pheasant.  Bravo  !  bravo  !  honefi  felloWi 
I  wifh  our  Generals  and  Admirals  had  half  thy 
honefty  and  courage,  we  fliould  do  yet,  and 
convince  our  enemies,  that  Englilhmen  are  ftill 
themfelves  j  and  talk  without  a  blulh  of  Agiil- 
court  and  Crefly.  But  how  the  devil  did'ft 
come  ofF  fo  eafy  ? 

Tom.  The  Frenchman  foon  gave  the  alarm ; 
he  was  found  an  innocent  fufFerer,  and  I  a 
brutal  guilty  cannibal^  doomed  to  the  Baftile. 
So,  by  G— d  I  I  made  a  moonlight  flitting  of 
it,  came  to  Calais,  and  now  am  here,  leaving  all 
my  duds  behind  me* 

Pheasant*  I  adore  thee,  I'll  lay  down  my 
life  for  thee,  and  all  fuch  hearty  fellows. 

Chase.  So  will  I,  ram  me  fifty  miles  into  a 
bog  then* 

PHEASANt.  Command  me,  Toni.— My 
purfe  is  at  thy  fervicej  (iakes  it  out)  here's 
twenty  guineas  in  itr-^help  thyfclf — ^pay  me 
when  thou  can'ft* 

Tom.  Thank  thee^  my  genctous  friend,  1 
E  c  3  have 
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have  at  prefent  no  need  of  any ;  you  fliall  kno^r 
more  another  time,     feut  now  let's  be  hearty, 
and  fing  a  carrbl  to  the  glory  of  Old  Engl^rtd^ 
Both.     So  wc  ought. 


S        O        N        G. 

All.     Now  Britons  be  mnited* 
Tom.     Strike  the  blow. 
Pheasant.     Lay  them  Iow> 
Chase.     Let  them  know^ 

All.     That  we  are  Britons  ftiUv 
That  we  are  Britons  ftilL 

Al  l  .     Now  Britons  be  united* 
Tom.     Thunders  throw. 
Pheasant.     Crufti  the  foe. 
Chase.     Strike  the  blow, 
Tom.     Lay  them  low. 
Pheasant.     Let  them  know. 
Chase.     That  we  are  Britons  ftin.. 

All.     That  wc  arc  Britons  ftill. 

All.     Now  Britons  be  unit^ed* 
Tom.     Our  fpirits  flow. 
Pheasant.     Be  not  flow. 
Chase*    Thunders  throw^ 

Tom, 
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Tom.     Crufh  the  foe. 
Pheasant.     Strike  the  blowj 
Chase.     Lay  them  low, 
Tom.     Let  them  know/ 
Pheasant.     That  we  ire  Britons  ftill. 

All;     That  we  arc  Britons  ftill. 

(Exeunt.) 


fend  of  the  Third  Act. 
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IV. 


SCENE      I. 


Sterling    Joins. 

SURE  this  nephew  of  mine  is  mad. — 
What!  to  put  every  thing  in  his  houfc 
in  confufion  !  Poor  old  Trufty  !  the  moft  dili- 
gent fervant,  and  the  moft  converfant  in  his 
bufinefs ;  and  really  a  good  man,  juft.  between 
matter  and  tenant.  I  am  forry  from  my  heart 
for  his  diftrefled  circumftances  j  but  he  fhall 
not  want  a  friend — here  he  comes.  Mr.  Trufty, 
I  am  glad  to  fee  you :— Come  my  old  friend, 
be  not  difpirited  \  I  give  you  my  word  that  you 
are  not  friendlefs. 

Enter  Trusty. 

Trusty.     Your  words.  Sir,  relieve  this  for- 
faken  bofom — I  am  an  injured  man. 

Sterling.     I  am  fenfible  of  what  you  muft 

fuffcrj 
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lufFer;  but  do  not  recapitulate — (hake  off  me- 
lancholy, rouze  up'  recoUcftion,  and  be  again 
yourfelf. — ^Ybu  have  nothing,  I  believe,  to  fear, 
unlcfs  honefty  be  a  crime  : — Speak  your  mind 
freely  to  your  mailer. 

Trusty.  Words  cannot  cxprefs  the  grati- 
tude  I  feel,  for  the  warmth  of  your  affeftion. 
I  (hall  not  be  intimidated  ;  I'll  fpeak  my  mind 
freely  to  Sir  Softpate. 

Enter  Jack  English,  in  joy. 

Jack  Eng.   Gentlemen,  your  fervant. 

Sterling.  How  doft  do.  Jack  ?  I  am  glad 
to  fee  thee.  What  brought  you  to  England  ? 
How  came  you  to  leave  Sir  Softpate  ? 

Jack  Eng.  Why,  faith,  Mr.  Sterling,  my 
patriotifm  brought  me  hither — my  Englilh 
'  blood  obliged  me  to  quit  France.  You  muft 
know,  I  was  in  company  with  my  predeceffor. 
Sir  Softpate's  head  Valet  de  Chambre,  for  he 
now  keeps  two:  this  rafcal  had  the  impudence, 
in  his  mafter's  houfe,  in  a  bumper  of  Cham- 
paign to  drink  deftrudtion  to  the  Englilh  na- 
tion. Inftantly  my  blood  was  in  a  ferment — my 
heart  ftruggled  within  me — faith,  I  foon  gave 
It  eafe,  and  fterlinged  him  to  a  bouillon. 

Sterling, 
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ST£aLiNO.       Impertinent  puppy-^-tithraihed 
him,  I  fuppofe, 

jACK.ENCfc      I   but  did  to  an  individual/ 
vhftt  Briton  fhould  have  done  to  the  whole* 

Sterling.    You  did  not  kill  him  ? 

Jack  Eno.  Why,  faith,  I  did  not  ftay  long 
enough  at  Paris  to  find  that  out  :-r-3ut  I  know  , 
'tis  a  cuftom  in  England  with  our  gambling 
quality,  after  a  run  of  bad  luck,  for  the  con- 
venience of  a  little  ready  rino,  in  the  fpring^ 
when  the  fap  is  up,  to  ftrip  the  oak  trees  Hand- 
ing, that  they  may  die  without  ax  orfaw:— 
Upon  my  foul,  I  don*t  know  how  frands  my 
little  French  fliaver  ;  for  danrime,  if  t  did  not 
bark  him  from  head  to  foot« 

Sterling*     Jack,  thou  art  in  Engliflimwj^ 

Jack  Eng.  Sol  ought.  Sir,  when  Britilh 
arms  are  viftorious.  Befidcs,  Sir,  I  hav«  in- 
telligence that  my  brother  is  dead,  as  great  t 
coxcomb  as  ever  went ;  by  which,  I  injicrii  as 
<^atc  of  five  hundred  pounds  a  year.  Mr. 
Triafty,  give  nac  your  hand,  (/boih  bands) 
Perdition  feize  me,  if  you  llian't  live  wkh  n^e-^ 
In  the  mean  time,  I  beg  your  affiftawse  (o  ex- 
amine my  papers. 

Trustv.  Mt*  Englilh,  Heaven  lifts  bklt 
you  w-ith  a  good  heart — your  kind  iatenitio«^|5 
endear  you  to  me.     "  A  friend  in  iieed^  is  a 
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«  friend  indeed."  1  follow  you,  Mr.  Englilh-^ 
Mr.  Sterfiftg,  pardon  me  for  the  prefent,  your 
fervant.  (Exeunt.) 

Sterling.  Your  fervant.  I  am  not  eafy— 
I  muft  know  more  of  my  nephew.  What  a 
charafter  is  this  Jack  Englifh !  generous  fellow ! 
^Tis  not  in  the  ftately  manfion  now-a-days, 
that  we  find  heroifm.  The  ruffet  cottage  and 
low  thatched  roof,  conceal  the  real  patriot  over 
his  mefs  of  pottage  I  the  ftrong  ftone  that  fup- 
ports  the  whole  building,  is  always  the  ioweft, 

(ExiL) 

Re-enter  Trusty  and  Jack  English. 

Trusity.  Every  thing  appears  perfe£lly 
clear,  and  no  incunftbrance  j  take  care  that  you 
iievfer  decreafe  it  by  any  mifconduft. 

Jack  Eng.  I  thank  you,  I  fhall  make  it 
toy  ftudy.  It  is  nofw  in  my  power  to  take  care 
of  Sophia,  and  releafe  her  from  the  frowns  of 
fervitude.  She's  a  worthy  girl — ^I  love  her  from 
my  foul — rU  convince  her  of  it— Mr.  Trufty, 
I'll  marry  her. 

Trusty.  1  hope  you  will,  Mr.  Englifli^ 
Ihe  deferves  every  thing  you  can  do  for  her. 
A  virtuous,  good-tempered  woman,  is  a  trea- 
fure  to  a  reafonable  man,  that  can  never  be 
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diminsihfd ;  and  what  is  flill  more  valuable  t0 
you,  (he  really  has  placed  all  her  afFedliona 
on  you — take  care  you  cherifti  them — be  con- 
.ftant 

Reenter  Sterling* 

Sterling.  I  afk  your  pardon,  I  apprehend 
•you  have  not  finifhed  your  bufinefsi  my  entrance 
is  unfeafonable* 

Trusty*  Dear  Sir,  you  do  us  great  ho- 
nour 5  we  have  juft  finilhed. 

Sterling.     I  hope,  to  Jack's fatisfaftion. 

Jack  Eng.  Entirely  fo.  Sir;  a  fortune  and 
the  girl  I  love.  I  am  the  happieft  dog  in 
Chriftendom — 'tis  now  in  my  power  to  fulfil 
my  promife  to  the  beft  of  women* 

Sterling.  I  have  not  a  doubt  of  your 
honeft  intentions. — ^But  pray.  Jack,  how  did  Sir 
Softpate  go  on  while  you  remained  with  him  ? 

Jack  Eng.  Go  on.  Sir — why,  as  moft  of 
our  Englifli  gentry,  who  refide  at  Paris — fwear 
fealty  to  the  French  King  and  his  allies — ^pro- 
teft  againft  their  own — allowing  their  credulity 
to  be  duped  by  every  pettyfogger,  little  abbe, 
ftarving  letter-makers,  marchandes  de  mode, 
pretended  gentlemen,  who  all,  under  the  appear- 
ance of  difplaying   French   politcncfs   to  the 

Englifli, 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


A      COMEDY*  429 

*Englilh,  fqueeze  them  to  the  rind,  or  flee  them 
to  a  IkeletOn. 

Sterling.  Why,  Jack,  I  fee  you  have  made 
good  ufe  of  your  time — you  know  Parisi 

Jacx  Eno.  Sir,  that's' a  knowledge  I  ftiould 
never  wilh  any  Englifhman  to  know, further  than 
to  keep  him  on  his  guard  againft  a  people  who 
are  artful  enough,  firft,  to  emafculate  our  minds 
by  their  luxury^  that  they  might  afterwards^ 
mpre  eafily,  conquer  our  bodies  by  their  arms.- 

Sterling.  O  Mr.  Englifli,  that  obfervation 
is  divine-rr-their  art  h^s  indeed  impofed  upon 
the  noble  franknefs  of  the  Britifh  charafter. 

Trusty.  Ay,  and  now  \?c  feel  the  ftd 
^ffedts^ 

Sterling.  But  pray,  what  are  the  mofl:  ridi- 
culous fchemes  my  nephew  has  fallen  into  ?  h^c 
explicit  and  tell  me. 

Jaci;  Eng.  Why,  Sir,  with  what  you  have 
already  heard,  I  muft  tell  you  he  has  procured 
an  immenfe  quantity  of  Italian  capons,  and 
French  gecfe,  ,ha !  ha ! 

Sterl iNQ.  What,  foreign  poultry  too !  his 
palate  is  very  much  refined  indeed^r-deg^nc- 
rate  man ! 

Jack  Eng,  Not  fo  much.  Sir,  in  palate 
neither — no,  no,  give  the  devil  his  due.-r-Sir, 
he  lias  only  affembled  a  pretty  band  of  yirra- 
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feenifs,  fqwltHos,  and  gigeenos^  th^'S  all,  ha  f 
ha!  ha! 

STERtiNO.  For  Heaven's  /ake,  what  ^oes 
all  this  rtvean  ? 

JackEno.  Sir,  he  has  engaged  ;ijprodi- 
gious  quantity,  a  whale  troop  of  Italian  fingers, 
French  comedians,  fidlcrs,  and  donicftics  of  every 
-denomination,  players,  dancers,  merry  Andrews, 
.jHid  the  devil  knows  what.  At  his  arrival,  he  in- 
tends having  the  dog  kennel  immediately  made 
into  a  falmagundi,  h^ !  ha.!  Jia !  a  play-houlicand 
opera,  occafionally ;  for  he  fays,  the  Engliih 
drama  is  a  ftupid  piece  of  vulgarity.— —Oh! 
how  I  bit  my  Englifh  lips. 

Sterling.  Why,  Jack,  if  this  be  the  way 
he  goes  on,  he*s  paft  reclaiming— ^he  will  foon 
be  ruined,  Tm  afraid. — —iWhat  a  head  ! 

Jack  Eno.  Head,  Sir!  Why  formerly, 
EngHQimen  diftinguilhed  themfelves  by  their 
plodding  heads  and  thundering  arms  ;  but  now. 
Sir,  the  French  heel  attradls  the  Englifli  head—? 
binds  the  arms— and  bewitches  into  the  low 
applaufe,  both  the  male  and  female  world. 
(ftands  upon  one  kg)  May  I  be  capon *d  from 
counter  to  treble,  if  it  is  not  an  exaft  truth 
—-but  this  is  not  a!l :— The  groom *s  ftable,  that 
beautiful  building;  is  to  be  converted  into 
apartments,  and  the  brewhoufe  into  a  chapel  fo^^ 
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thtk  fvrapeenoSi  /qualinos,  gigeenos^  &c.  &c, 
bcc.  tragidors  and  comidors,  Spanilh,  Italian, 
French,  every  thing  but  old  Englifh. 

Trusty.  My  own  plans  thus  debafed  ! 
this  goes  hard  indeed. 

Steeling,  O  !  Mr.  Trufly,  he's  inevitably 
ruined  5  and  the  ©oroiigh  of  Hofpitality,  his 
father  had  reprefented  for  fo  many  parliaments, 
uninfluenced  by  bribes,  the  banc  of  Englifh 
Liberty — ^that  noble  indcpendance  of  the 
Trueman  family  is  now  on  the  eve  of  expiring, 
'Tis  of  no  ufe  to  continue  the  canvafs  :  his  un- 
patriotic conduct  merits  not  a  choice. 

Enter  Bob. 

Bob.  Sir,  Mrs  Sophia  is  juft  arrived  fron^ 
Dover ;  and  fent  word  the  family  will  be  home 
this  evening. 

Jack  Eng.  Glorious  news,  by  Hcavcns^! 
Pardon  me,  pardon  me — away  from  this  houfe^ 

(^Exit  in  hafte.) 

Sterling.  You  have  feveral  things  to 
attend  too— -you  know  where  to  find  an  afylum, 
Mr.-Trwfty,  your  feryant.  {Exit.) 

Trusty.  O,  Sir,  you  are  top  good.  How 
I  long  to  fee  my  old  matter's  fon  !  perhaps  aU 
will  he  right  again,  (-E-^^^O. 
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S    C    E    N    E   /  IL 


Jack  English  and  Sovhia  flying  to  one  another 
fmm  each  fide  of  the  ft  age ^  embrace. 

Jack  Eng.  O  !  Sophia,  let  me  clafp  thee 
tvithin  thofe  grateful  arms — my  joy*s  too  great 
—thou  art  mine,  for  ever  mine — O,  Sophia !  ^ 

Sophia.  O,  Englilh !  I  thought  thee  dead. 
(weeps)  Thefc  are  tears  of  joy  indeed  !  I  have 
not  paffed  one  comfortable  moment  fince  you 
left  me.  They  told  me,  you  had  efcaped  to 
England :  others  faid  yo^  vere  fent  to  the 
Baftile  for  premeditated  murder;  you  were  to  be 
tortured — but  thank  Heaven  ! 

Jack  Eng.  Thou  grateful,  thou  generous 
wojpnan  !  Jet  me  kifs  thofe  tears  of  love,  and 
not  keep'you  one  moment  in  an  unkind  fuipenoe. 

Sophia.     Of  what,  Englifh? 

Jack  Eng.  Of  our  good  fortune,  my  love  \ 
I  am  now  independent,  and  fo  are  you.  My 
brother's  dead,  by  which  1  inherit  an  eftate  of 
five  hundred  pounds  a  year :— ^Thus,  my  Sophia, 
Heaven  will  fome  time  or  other  look  down  on 
Tirtuy  and  real  love. 

Sophia, 
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Sophia.  I  give  you  joy. — O  !  Englifti,  you 
are  too  good — I'm  not  worthy  of  you. 

Jack  Eng.  Why  will  you  diftrefs  me,  my 
love  ?  By  Heavens  !  of  *all  thy  fex,  thou  art 
the  only  one  I  wi(h  to  live  and  die  with,    - 

•Sophia.  Generous  man!  Noble  indeed  is 
that  mind  that  can  love  m  the  midft  of  ad- 
verfity,  and  ftill  be  attached  in  fpite  of  prof- 
perity. 

.  jAtK  Eng.  a  lover  in  profperity  only,  is 
no  more  a  lover,  th&n  our  captains  and«warriors> 
when  they  fpeak  of  great  battles  which  they 
dread  to  enter.  You  have  fettled  all  bufinefSj 
I  hopei  with  Lady  Trueman. 

Sophia.     All  but  my  wages. 

Jack  Eng.  O  !  damn  the  wages;  Che  may 
have  oeed  on't — thou  (halt  not  leave  me. 

SoPHjA.  Englifh,  furc  you  would  not  dc* 
tain  me  from  flying  to  the  arms  of  my  poor  old 
mother,  and  paying  my  devoirs. 

Jack  Eng.  Every  word  thou  fpeakeft 
endears  thee  ftill  more  to  me — ^virtuous  beauty, 
fly,  and  be  always  obfequious  to  the  fweet  voice 
of  love  and  virtue — myfelf  will  attend  thee. 
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SCENE        III. 

Sir  Softfate's  Houfe — ^&  Entrance  Hi^ll-^tbe 
Servants  all  placed  round  to  receive  tbem. 

Enter  Sir  Softpate  and  bis  Lady. 

Sir  Softp.  Ta  ti  dil— ti  dil — te  dil  dee— 
ty  tee— ty  tec— ta  dal,  la  dal.  Allons.  Diablc ! 
not  gone  yet,  you  vulgar  herd— ~Dcpcchens 
nous^  fortez  vitc-— Mons*r  Trafty,  Mons'r — ^ici- 
vous  etes  unc  bete,  men  ami. 

Trusty*  Your  fervant.  Sir  i  welcome  both 
tQ  England. 

Sir  Soptp.  Well,  Sir,  I  fee  you  have  not 
difcharged  mes  domeftiqucs.-— What  arc  thefc 
Engliih  lourdeau^  ftaring  at  ?  Out,  out — ^ibnt 
vous  a  comptes  preto  pour  I'infpe^ion  of  my 
French  Steward  ?         ^Exeunt  Servants  d^^ed.) 

Lady  Truem.  Well,  to  be  fure.  Sir  Soft- 
pate, tbefc  Englilb  tbings  are  the  moft  ftupid, 
undutifut^  unpolifhed  drones  that  e^t  exifted. 
You  fee.  Sir  Softpate,  this  old  Trufty  pays  no 
manner  of  regard  or  refpeft  to  what  you  have 
faid. 

Trusty.  I  am  prepared  to  anfwer  Sir  Soft- 
pate I 
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pate  i  but  really,  madam^  I  don^t  underftand 
what  he  has  faid — if  he  will  condcfcend  to 
ipeak  to  me  in  my  mother-tongue,  my  duty 
ihall  not  lofe  fight  of  his  commands. 

Ijady  Truem.  InfufFerable  infolence  !  I'll 
take  care  it  (hall  be  worfe  for  you,  Sir. — Sir 
Softpate,  parlez  Anglois  a  cette  b^te. 

Sir  Softp.  Oui,  oui,  mon  petit  cceur.  (Jinging 
^  and  takingjnuff)  Trofty,  ici,  ici,  are  your  accounts 
ready,  that  you  may  go  ?— I  do  infill  my  com- 
mands be  obeyed. 

Trusty.  Yes,  Sir,  Fm  ready  prepared i 
and  I  believe  I  have  as  much  reafon  to  long 
for  their  being  infpefted  as  yourfelf»  But,  Sir, 
I  muft  beg  leave  to  tell  you,  that  your  behaviour 
to  me  is  cruel  and  ungenerous* 

Sir  Softp.  Lc  vieux  radoteur  1  impertinent ! 
rU  have  you  fent  to  prifon,  you  old  higaut* 
(calls  Lavande.) 

Enter  Lavande» 

Sir  Softp.  Here,  fend  up  tous  mes  do* 
meftiques  this  inftant ;  feize  dat  old  prig>  and 
drag  him  out  of  my  prefence— you  (hall  have 
an  example  of  Engli(h  ftdbbornnefs  and  French 
alertnefs. 

F  f  i)t  Lavande. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


43^  THE    MAN  ,  OF    HONOUR, 

Lavande.  Toute  fuitc,  mi  Lord  Anglois, 
toutc  fuitc,  mi  Lord.  (^^^K  Lavande.) 

Lady  Truem.  Charming  creatures  !  how 
fubmiflive !— -well-bred  nation. 


Enter  Servants. 

Sir  Softp,  A  moi;  take  away  dat  old 
quiproquo  to  prifon* 

All.     Oui,  milor  Anglois.    (Jeize  him.) 

Trusty.  Away,  ye  flavifti  tools,  ye  fcrvile 
flatterers,  away ;  touch  me  if  you  dare,  on  your 
peril  touch  me.— You  forget  where  you  are — 
you  offer  an  infult  to  a  man  who  has  done  no 
wrong.  Sir  Softpate,  I  (land  upon  Englifh 
ground,  on  the  ground  oi  Liberty y  where  juftice  is 
indifcriminately  cxercifed  to  the  peafant  as  well 
as  the  prince.  I  defu-e  my  accounts  may  be  fettled 
immediately— —but  Sir,  take  care — beware 
of  thofe  idols. — Your  eftate,  Sir — the  renewal 
of  your  Icafes — I  have  hinted  this  for  your  good 
— take  the  advice  of  a  vulgar  Englifliman — I 
have  done  my  duty — ^you  remember.  Sir,  the 
laft  words  of  your  virtuous  father— "Take  care 
«  of  Trufty,  be  kind  to  them  all." 

{Exit  "Trufty.) 

Lady  Truem.  My  dear  Softpate,  I  never 
faw  fuch  a  bear  !    Don't  refl  till  the  wretch  is 
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difcharged.  I  ftiall  have  the  vapours  Tm  fure, 
as  long  as  he's  in  my  maifon.  O  dear  !  I  ihall 
faint.    (Jmelh  to  a  bottle.) 

Sir  Softp.  Ah,  ma  chcre!  impudence  to 
perfeftion;  but  what  are  we  to  expeft  from 
the  rufticity  of  this  hum-drum  nation  ?  Hola, 
Lavande,  allez  and  fettle  the  accounts. 

Lavand^.     Sur  le  champ,  milor  Anglois. 

(Exeunt  Servants.) 
.  Sir  Softp.     My  dear  lady,  machereamie, 
vous  coucherez — ^vous  un  petit  moment  ? — Fm 
quite  fatigued— Je  m'en  dore. 

Lady  Truem.  With  all  my  heart.  Sir 
Softpate  ;  but  won't  manger  fome  petit  quel- 
que  chofe. 

Sir  Softp.  No,  no,  ma  mie  venez  ;  come 
my  love.  iVUons,  de  la  lumiere  candles.  (Parade 
^^two  women  and  three  men  before. Exeunt.) 


.         SCENE       IV. 

Steward^ s 'Room — Supper  on  the  Table,  the  chairs 
Jet  atjome  little  diftance  from  it.     Chase  and 
Pheasant  enter^  voith  Bottles  of  Wine  and 
'  Jugs  of  Beer. 

Pheasant.     I  would  fooncr  fifty  to  one,  be 
F  f  3  this 
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this  moment  up  to  my  fork  in  a  bog  fighting, 
than  be  reduced  to  the  cruel  nccelfity  of  'tend- 
ing them — a  parcel  of  (havers  and  the  devil 
knows  what  befidcs — Monfieurs,  MademoifelleSj 
Madams,  Playtils  and  Playtays. 

Chase.  Well,  Pheafant,  let's  hold  ourfclves 
in  readinefs^ — ^wc  muft  bend  to  them ;  they  are 
in  favour,  an.d  we  arc  out. 

Pheasant.  With  all  the  ill-will  of  my 
heart.  However,  mafter  Trufty  advifed  us  to 
it — aye,  poor  man,  he  means  for  the  bcfti 
but  fpike  my  touch-hole  if  I  think  fo.^ — ^What, 
we  Britons  fufier  to  knock  under  to  the  French  1 
we  were  born  to  fubjedtion,  'tis  true,  but  not  to 
flavery. 

Chase.  It  muft  be  fo,  Pheafant;  befides, 
the  quality  won't  hire  us  married  fervants  now* 
'— But  how  (hall  we  learn  their  names  ? 

Pheasant.  Call  them  Roaft-beef,  and  I'll 
be  (hot  if  they  won't  anfwer  to  that— —Scots - 
pills  are  dcvililh  hard  to  fwallow,  but  thefe 
dyboUcan  names  I  doubt  will  not  difgeft  fo  well. 
But  firft  for  a  glafs,  or  we  fee  no  more  on't — . 
(pouring  out  wine)  Come,  Chafe,  here's  refor- 
mation to  Sir  Softpate. 

Chase.  With  all  my  heart  5  and  a  ftraight 
jacket  to  all  fuch  Englifhmcjn,  ha!  ha!  ha! 
(drinks.) 

4  Enter 
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Enter  French  Dmejiicsy  fly  to  the  tahUy  l^ 
their  hands  uptm  it,  extending  their  rumps  ex-^ 
pe^in^  to  have  chairs  put  under  them-^^nth'- 
SANT  and  Chase  in  a  corner  all  amazement. 

Chasb.     I  fuppofe  they  fay  grace  now« 

Pheasant.  Why,  you  fool,  they  fay  nothingw 

laAVANOE.  Allons,  aliens,  poliflbns  ici; 
de  chiifes,  vite. 

Pheasant.  What  do  you  fay?  Tip  us  a 
little  Englilh  ;  we  don't  underftand  your  lingo. 

Lavande.  Ces  bougres  d'Anglois  !  put  de 
chairs  here,  (pointing  to  his  pofleriors.) 

Pheasant.  Put  it  yourfelf  and  be  dannn'd 
to  you,  and  begin  to  fill  your  paunches,  for 
they  are  confumed  hollow  by  their  growling. 

Lavande.  Sacrc  foutre !  quel  orgueil  !— 
Allonsj  allons,  manges ;  never  mind,  we  (hall 
eat  de  Englifli  roaft  beef,  and  dofe  Englifh 
beef-eaters  fhall  have  none. 

Pheasant.     Confound  you,  it  is  the  only 
thing  you  care  a  pin  for.     Hufh,  hufti,  they  are 
^already  beginning  to  drink ;  we  Ihall  hear  fine 
things  by  and  by. 

Marmiton*  Meffieurs,  fuccefs  to  de  grand 
monarque,  and  all  his  alliance. 

All.     Vit  all  my  heart — Vit  all  my  heart. 
F  f  4  Lavande. 


Digiti 


z»d  by  Google 


440  THE.  MAN    OF     HONOUR, 

Lavande.  Here's  dat  England  may  foon 
be  de  footftool  to  Louis,  Ireland  his  fpitting- 
box,  and  Scotland  his  commoditee  ! 

All.  C'eft  bien  dit— C'cft  bien  dit!  dat 
be  ver  good,  ha !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Chase  and  Pheasant.  Trcafon  !  treafon! 
Egad,  we'll  cool  your  courage.  (In  a  rage,  tbrajb 
tbem  out.) 

Pheasant.  By  Heavens  !  if  Great  Britain 
fufFers  fuch  villains  in  her  own  bofom,  fhe  de- 
ferves  the  (ling. 

Enter  Tom,  with  a  newfpaper. 

Tom.  What,  friend  Pheafant  and  Chafe! 
why  in  this  heat,  my  lads  ? 

Pheasant.  Why  faith  we  have  been  drub- 
bing our  new  comers. 

Tom.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha^!  if  you  are  fond  of 
drubbing,  here's  work  enough  cut  out  for  you, 
ha  !  ha!  ha  '.excellent  news — The  French  have 
landed  thirty  thoufand  men  off  Dover,  and  are 
now  in  full  march  to  London;  here  it  is,  chap- 
ter and  verfe.    (Pointing  to  the  paper.)  ^ 

Pheasant.  Pooh,  pooh,  'tis  a  joke  5  they 
know  better  than  that — they  love  their  kidneys, 
fmall  as  they  are.     But  if  they  did,  my  hearts 

of 
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of  oak,  how  the  devil  fliould  they  get  back 
again? 

Tom.  Here  it  is — ^fee,  fee.  (Examine  the 
Gaiutteer.) 

Pheasant.  So.  it ■  isr-*-glorious  news!  I'll 
return  this  inftant,  and  get  all  my  fowlers  ready 
— you  muft  come  and  bear  a  peg — there's  lead 
moulds  and  powder — We'll  have  the  treache-i 
rous  dogs  to  the  ground  by  dozens. — Altho*  our 
matters  are  prejudiced  againft  us,  let  us  not  be 
prejudiced  againft  our  country.  Now,  my  boys, 
for  a  fong  of  war — then  off  and  join  the  camp 
without  delay. 

SONG. 
AWAY  to  the  camp,  boys,  altho'  we  are  fcw^ 
Our  hearts  are  of  oak,  our  example  is  ne\i( : 
Tho'  our  coats  are  not  red,  we  can  redden  ihem 

o'er 
With  the  blood  of  thofe  daftards  who  threaten 
our  Ihore. 

Like  the  white  clifFs  that  da(h  foreign  waves 
from  our  ifle. 
We're  expos'd  to  contempt  and  exposed  to  the 

toil; 
Yet  if  our  rough  bodies  were  took  from  the  fhore. 
Our  ladies  wou'd  fhrink^  and  their  lordlings  ftill 
•     more. 

Like 
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Like  the  well^rooted  oak,  the  pride  of  our 
field. 
We  face  cv'ry  tempeft,  but  never  will  yield ; 
Beneath  the  wide  branches  of  our  fpreading  amli 
Our  opprefibrs  we  fare  from  invaders'  alarms. 

When  our  country  invites,  we  foon  rulh  on  the 
foe, 
Tbo'  our  wives  are  in  tears,  and  our  children  in 

woe  I 
An  objeft  thenoiobler  arifes  in  fight. 
With  pleafure  we  die  when  for  Britain  we  fight. 


The  End  of  the  Fourth  Act. 
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V. 


S    C    E    N    E        I. 


Sir  Softpate  and I^ady  Trueman  in  a  Draw^ 
ing'Room — Sir  Softpate  walking  about  with  a 
Looking'glafs  in  bis  Hand — Lady  Trueman  be^ 
fore  a  Glafs,  admiring  berfelf. 

Lady  Trueman. 

MY  dear  Trueman,  you  had  better  go  and 
take  a  junnble  in  the  coach;  conlider, 
child,  you  have  been  in  the  houfe  all  this  day— 
you'll  injure  your  health. 

Sir  Softp.  I  was  juft  confidering  of  it, 
ma  chere  amie— 1  am  adjufting  my  ftock  and 
bofom— I  fhall  take  my  difli  of  tea  at  the  coffee* 
houfe — adieu,  ma  chere,  adieu. 

L.ADY  Trubm.  Adieu,  mon  petit  love,  adieu, 
(Exit  Sir  Softpate)  Now  for  my  figfial,  and  my 
hero's  ready  obeyajxcc*  (Kmt.) 

SCENE 
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SCENE        II. 

^he  «y/r^^/— Lady   Trueman  at  the  window^ 
waving  her  handkerchief. 

Lady  Truem.     No  obeyancc  !  no  return ! 

I  (hall  doubt  his  courage What,  here  he 

comes  on  the  wings  of  love. 

(Retires  from  the  window.) 

Enter  Lord  Model y — As  be  advances  towards 
the  houfcy  meets  Sir  Softpate. 

Sir  Soft  p.  What,  my  Lord  Modely ! 
alone  !  Where  are  you  going  this  way  ? 

Lord  Modely.  Pm  going.  Sir  Softpate, 
to  breathe  a  little  frefh  air — to  the  Park. 

Sir  Softp.  To  the  Park,  my  Lord,  ha !  ha ! 
ha  I — Why,  my  Lord,  you  are  wrong,  you  are 
out  of  your  road,  ha !  ha !  ha  ! 

Lord  Modely.  Egadj,  Sir,  you  are  right, 
fo  I  am,  ha  !  ha !  ha !  I  was  juft  then  in  a  brown 
ftudy— parliamentary  bufinefs — There's  an  im- 
portant queftion  to  be  debated  at  the  houfc 
to-morrow,  of  great  national  concern,  which  I 

mean  to  take  an  adtive  part  in Some  errors 

in 
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in  the  peace,  I  apprehend,  if  not  amended,  may 

pcove  fatal  to  our  country. 

.    Sir  Softp.     Well,  my  Lord,  I  fhall  not  dif- 

turb  your  yery  laudable  purfuit ;    I  wilh  you 

fuccefs — your  fcrvant. 

-    Lord  Model Y.  Your  moft  obedient.  (^Exit 

Sir  Softpate)— Poor  devil !     Well  I  (hall  go  on 

a  little  further  and  return.  (Walks  from  the  bouje^ 

returns  immediately ^  finding  the  door  open  as  be 

approaches.)  (Exit,) 


S     C    EN    E        IIL 

Lad  y  TKVEMAij/eatedon  ajopha — Enter  Lord 

MODELY. 

Lord  Modely.  My  dear  Lady  Trueman, 
how  came  you  to  forget  the  hour  ?  Upon  my 
honour,  I'm  really  froze  up.   I  have  pafs^'d  your 

windows  fifty  times  expedting 1  thought  you 

told  me  Sir  Softpate  was  to  dine  out. 
.    Lady  Trueman.     Ha !  ha !   ha !    my  dear 
Lord,  don't  think  yourfelf  difappointed,  now 

you 
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you  arc  here — give  me  your  hand;  upon  my 
honour  it  was  not  n>y  fault.—^ir  Softpate  was 
tx>  dine  out,  ha !  ha !  ha  I  he  fancied  himfelf  ill> 
and  (ent  an  excufe ;.  fo  I  had  the  pleafurc^  ha  ! 
ha  !  ha  !  of  his  fweet  connpany  at  home.  But 
juft  before  I  g»ve  you  the  figna],  he  found  bim- 
ieif,  with  my  advice,  well  enough,  fo  walked 
out— -I  apprehend  he  will  foon  return. 

LiADY  Moi>ELY.  Egad,  if  fo,  my  dear  True- 
man,  expedition  juft  now  founds  harnionious — 
let  me  feaft  on  thofe  ruby  lips,  the  prelude  of 
future  joys .     (kiffing, )      ' 

Lady  Truem.  Lord,  you  are  as  violent  as 
you  arc  flattering  j  but  you 

Enter  Mademoiselle  frighted. 

Madem.  O  me  Ladee !  me  Ladee !  me  did  fee 
Sir  Softpate  in  dc  ftrcct  vid  moi  Ladee  Modcly. 

Lord  MopELY.  (uneqfy)  The  devil! — ^with 
Lady  Modely. 

Lai>y  Trttem.  O  Heavens  \  did,  did  you 
fay  with  Lady  Modely  ?  (^mj^oms  ofjeaieufy.) 

Madem.  Oui,  me  Ladee-— O  me  Ladee,  he 
for  come  dis  way,  me  Ladee.       {E^it  Madem.) 

Lady  Trvsm.  fa  mixtttre  of  fear  and  jea- 
leufy)  For,  for  HeaVen's  fake,  my,  my  Lord — 

LaRi>  Modely.     For,  for  Heaven's  fake, 

ma — 
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ma««HXia«^my  deur  Lady  Trueman^  graat  me 
5U1  afylum— bid^  me, 

I4ADY  TiirsM. :  Not  for  th«  ^verfe— Pray 
my  Lord  withdraw —  (be  runs  about)  for  Hea- 
ven** fake,  my  Lord-^— ■  . 

L^QiRD  MoPEtY..  Howunfortunatel-^-^dieu. 
•—adieu.  (Exmntjeparatim.) 

Re-enter  Mademoisel  hi,  following  her  Lady. 

Madem.  a  me  Ladee,  me  Ladee,  Sir 
Softpate  no  come^-^he  gone  fame  tother  ways. 

(£xit.} 


SCENE        IV. 


Captain  Firmly  and  Nancy. 

.  Capt«  Firmly.  Storms  and  tempeCls,  rug* 
gcd  fcas  and  a  leaky  fliip>  are  dreadful  during 
xis^  Gonflift— but  trifling  are  they>  my  Nancy, 
when  I  bring  your  diftrefs  home;  to  myfelfj  ^ml 
ivakt  the  fad  comparifon. 

Nancy. 
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NAJrqy.c  O  Firmly !  I  forget  all  now — 
Heaven  is  ever  mindful  of  the  innocent.  It 
has  amply  paid  for  all,  by  fending  you. 
Cfiniling.)   .—  ~ 

Capt.  Firmly.  Generous  girl !  the  fun  ftiall 
not  twice  pafs  the  meridian,  before  thou  art 
for  ever  nriiric — be  prepared, ,  my  love,  for  the 
happy  noofe. 

Nakcy.  If  your  happinefs  depends  upon 
itie,  mine  totally  depends  on  you.  Firmly — I 
fiiall  not  be  ungrateful. 

CapTw  f  IRMLY.  Thank  you,  for  that  fweet 
promife;;  be  ready  when  I  call — I  now  go  to 
my  brother  Modcly's,  to  fettle  fome  little 
bufinefs,  and  take  my  farewell :  but  not  to 
(peak  a  word  of  my  loye;  for  thofc  lordly 
cuckolds  and  cuckold-makers  never  knew,  nor 
ever  felt  it — adieu,  my  love,  (kijfes.) 

Nancy.  But,  Firmly,  what  news  is  this,  of 
the  French  landing  ? — You'll  not  leave  me  any 
more  ? — There's  enough  in  the  camp,  without 
you. 

Capt.  Firmly.  O,  my  life !  Jet  not  that 
difturb  you— 'tis  not  my  line  to  join  camps — 
yet,  was  my  country  invaded,  I  certainly  fhould 
fervef  it  in  any  line.  Make  yoiirfelf  eafy  on 
this  head;  I  fuppofe'tis  fomefalfe  alarm,  (takes 
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her  band)  Be  affurcd,  I  fliould  fooner  die,  than 
ice  you  diftreffcd.  ( Exeunt Jeparatim.) 


SCENE  V. 

The  Camp'^Firfi  Centinel  afieef^-^ecmd  drunk^ 
reeling  without  his  fireUck. 

Enter  Pheasant,  Chase,  and  Tom. 

t. 

Pheasant*  They  keep  a  good  look  out  here% 
—An  enemy !— the  French  army  I— to  arms  ! 
(/peaks  aloud.) 

and.  Centinel.  (gives  the  watch  word) 
Britifh !  Britifii ! 

Pheasant.     Yes,  to  a  man. 

md  Centinel.  (runs  from  his  fofi,  and  cries 
out)  The  enemy  I  the  enemy ! 

Enter  Colonel   Flashinpan  \  walks  up  to 
them. 

Col.  Flash.  What*s  all  this  for  ?— From 
whence  came. you? 

G  g  Pheasant. 
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Pheasant,  Ffoih  home,  ^nA  wiih  to  jcwa 
tht  forces  encamped-— -the  enemy  is  ^t  hwid. 

Col.  Flash.  Brave  fellows— Well,  my  lads, 
what  intelligence  is  this  you  bring  ? — ^you  mean 
to  enter  as  gentlemen  foldiers  ? 

Tom.  Not  as  gentlemen,  but  as  men  to 
fight*  The  French  are  landed  j  and  we  are 
come  to  hear  a  hand,  till  the  dogs  are  either 
killed  or  trundled  back  again. 

Col.  Flash.  Well  done,  my  lads — ^your 
example  is  as  brave  as  it  is  new :  but  we  ap- 
prehend no  danger— your  intejligente  has  been 
falfe. 

Pheasant.  Falfe,  Sir — Vis  in  print,  here  is 
the  Gazetteer.  (jheWiS,  tbg  Gazetteer  J  Why,  Sir, 
vf'e  had  iivteUigeace  on  the  road,  thai:  th^ey  we^ 
within  a  mile  of  the  camp. 

Col.  Ft  ash.  The  4evil  I  U  it  fo  ?  we  muft 
look  to  ourfelves,  and  order  out,  a  fof ce  imme- 
diately. To  wH^si  Ir-r-^joJil^v  me>  wy  lads. 
fi^um  b^  to,  ^m^  keki^tbejii^m--} 

{Emujit  m  «  kurry.) 
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Lord  Modely  and  CarefuI.^ 

Lord  Modely #  Are  yoli  fure  you  wferc  nM 
out  of  the  way  i  'tis  five  mi^tds  paft  the  timG« 

Caref*  Perfeftly  fure,  my  Lord  f  I  havfc  n6t 
quitted  the  door  thefe  two  houi^s. 

Lord  Modelv,  I  broil  with  irtipaticncc-a- 
Did  you  kave  word  at  the  fl^les  that  the 
carriage  was  for  Hounflow  3 

Caref.     I  didy  my  Lo^d^  as  you  defired  me; 

(Exit  CafifuL) 

Ent€r  Twist  m  a  great  burry^y  toith  a  hundh  of 
€lothes  under  bis  army  whitb  he  lays  down. 

Twist.  Moll  Right  Honourable,  aa^t  pleafe 
you,,  my  Lord,  rare  news— blefled  tidings* 

Lord  Modely.  What's  all  this  ?  Wbattid- 
^ngshave  you  brought,  Mr#  Twiflr?  I  ac©  ex- 
ceedingly hurried,  and  can't  juft  liow  afitend 
you<. 

T wi  ST.   I  am  fo  overjoyed>^  that  every  thread 

Cfackfty  and*  every  button  about  me  jumps  for 

G  g  a^  ]6f^ 
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joy — a  righteous  place,  aoool.  a  year,  your 
Lordfhip ! 

Lord  Modely.  You  impertinent  fcoun- 
drel !  don*t  I  tell  you,  I  have  no  time  to  lofc 
with  you  ? 

Twist.  As  I  was  coming  along,  in  the  way 
of  my  branch,  a  full  ell  at  a  ftride;  I  heard  two 
gentlemen  in  bufli  pcrriwigs  fay,  that  one  of 
the  Bifhops  was  taken  ill  of  a  perplexity  fit,  in 
tranfplanting  luke-crejfes  for  the  further  tranf- 
portation  of  the  Proteftant  religion  in  this  coun- 
try. Now,  my  Lord,  name  me  to  the  place, 
and  pay  me  200I.  a  years  and  pleafe  you,  my 
Lord,  you  may  retail  .the  remnant  as  the  mate- 
rials fuit. 

Lady  Modely.  I  fee  he'll  force  me  to  kick 
him  out.  (afide)  It  can  never  happen,  Mr, 
Twifti  you  are  very  ill  qualified  for  fuch  a 
ftation. 

Twist.  Get  me  the  place,  my  Lord : — I, 
as  well  as  other  great  men,  can  keep  a  jour- 
neyman. 

Lord  Modely.  Well,  well,  Twift,  I  Ihall 
fee  to  it.  (hurries  him  out  hy  the  Jhoulders )  Jufl 
now,  honour  binds  me  to  other  engagements. 
Your  fervant,  your  fcrvant. 

TwiST.Moft  devoted — {withdraws  and  returns 
fwhis  bundle)  My  trade,  my  Lord.       (Exit.) 

Lord 
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L^RD  Model  Y.  O  damn  your  trade!  enough. 
CJhuts  the  door)  The  unfeafonable  fool,  with  his 
bifhoprick  ! 


Enter  Careful. 

Caref.  My  Lord !  my  Lord !  I  believe  her 
Ladyfhip  is  coming. 

Lord  Modely.  Where,  where,  {looking  off) 
where  ?— 'Tis  flie,  by  Heavens  !  Make  up  with 
all  Ipeed,  Careful,  and  condu<9:  her  to  Wcftmin- 
fter-bridge — fly 

Caref.  Yes,  my  Lord,  (going)  What 
a  difgrace  have  I  brought  myfelf  to !  (afidi) 

(Exit.) 

Lord  Modely.  Oii  the  wings  of  love 
(he's  gone,  and  her  two  thoufand  jointure  for 
a  pafs-port.  Soon  with  her,  wafted  by  the 
breath  of  fortune  ^  and  of  honour,  I  ihall  hail 
thee,  Paris— the  inviting  nurfery  of  amorous 
delights*  (Exit.) 
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SCENE        VII. 

The  Camp  as  before — lE^nter  Captain  Scare- 
CROWj  UaMng  a  Clown. 

Capt.  ScAiii5C»  Come  along,  come  along- 
Well,  friend,  don't  be  frighted— -tell  u$  yow 

Ci-pwVf  My  neamcr^h,  you  know  nny 
CCiiTie  W9U  enpugh-^nniy  neanne>  why  Rogf  r  is 
my  neamc. 

C4PT.  ScAfiEc,  Where  ar^  you  going? 
wh^re  did  yoM  come  from  ? 

S^oo^Ri     From  the  teaun  yeaunder, 

Capt*  3cAliEQ.     What  did.  you  fcq  in  the 
tpaun  j^avinder  ?-^What  a  damn'd  booby !  but 
.   <^  <?hildren  and  fools  fpcak  truth.'* 

RoGJSR.  Why,  I  fc^n  Frenchmen  cuffed 
about  by  fpme  of  yeer  men  of  war, 

Capt.  Scarec.  Come,  you  are  a  clever 
fellow-^--don't  be  afraid. 

Roger.  Odfzookers,  Fm  not  afraid,  not  I ; 
only  a  little  frighted  at  your  bagnuts. 

Capt.  Scarec.  Was  the  battle  over  when 
you  came  away  ? 

RoQER,    What  battle  ? 

Capt. 
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Capt,  Scarec,  Why,  did  yoU  not  fay  the 
French  were  beat  by  our  fojdiers  ? . 

RoGitR.  O !  is  that  the  battle  ?-rEefc}  your 
honour^  that  battle  was  over. 

CAPt*  ScAREc.    Did  our  Englifli  men  of 
war  win  the  battle  ? 
'  Roger.  ^  Aye. 

Capt.  Scarec.  Were  there  many  of  the 
French  killed  ? 

Roger,'    Ecfe,  a' tedious  number. 

Capt.  Scarec.     Were  there  any  taken  ? 

Roger<     Ay€>  aye,  they're  all  there. 

Capt.  Scarec*  Juft  what  I  wanted  j  I 
need  not  leave  the  camp— noble  intelligence, 
upon  my  honour*  But  how  are  you  fure  they 
are  all  Frenchmen  ? 

Rog  e  r  .  They  had  roufing  tails,  and  looked 
mortal  hungry  furely. 

Capt.  Scarec.  Good — Did  you  fee  any  of 
our  men  killed  or  wounded  ? 

Roger.     Noa,  noa,  your  honour. 

Capt.  Scarec.  Well,  my  lad,  here's  fome- 
thing  for  your  intelligence  ;  (gives  bim  money) 
take  refuge  in  the  camp. 

Roger.     But,  your  honour,  this  don't  lift  I  ? 

Capt.  Scarec  No,  no,  my  lad-^we  have 
no  need  of  you  now. 

Gg4  Roger. 
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Roger.  Thank  yc — ^faith,  if  yc  an't  a  brave 
Captain  then. 

.  Capt.  Scarec.  This  is  bravely*  done — z 
complete  viftory  without  the  lofs  of  a  man.— 
Now  for  a  feu  de  joie :  But  firfl:  to  Colonel 
Flalhinpan,  and  let  him  know  we  arc  as  great 
as  our  anceftors.  (Exeunt.) 

Enter  Colonel  F lashiup an /olus^^as  be  enters 
a  feu  dejoie. 

Col.  Flash.  A  moft  happy  event !  If  this 
does  not  entitle  me  to  further  promotion,  refig- 
nation  fhall  next  follow  i  then  my  country  may 
weep.  I  conceive  the  baggage  muft  be  con- 
fiderable,  as  the  greateft  ftand  was  made  there. 

Re-enter  Captain  Scarecrow. 

Capt.  Scarec.  Sir,  pleafe  tofign  your  name 
to  the  difpatch. 

Col.  Flash.  Let  me  hear  the  contents. 
Scarecrow. 

Capt.  Scarec   (reads,) 

«  My  Lord, 
*'  I   have    the   honour    to    acquaint    your 
^*  I-i0rd(hip  of  the  operations  under  my  com- 

«^  mand 
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"  mand  fince  the  laft  difpatch.  The  agreeable 
^'  intelligence  was  this  day  brought  me^  that  the 
*'  enemy  furrendered  at  difcretion,  after  a  fmart 
*'  aftion  of  thirty-five  minutes. — They  fufFered 
"  confiderably  in  killed  and  wounded  5  but  to  do 
^^  them  that  juftice  they  deferve,  they  fuftained 
^'  the  combat  with  great  fpirit  and  firmnefs.  I 
*'  cannot  yet  learn  that  we  have  any  killed  or 
"  wounded  on  our  fide  : — ^But  I  muft  acquaint 
^*  your  Lordftiip,  that  the  officers  and  men  under 
"  my  command  underwent  their  fatigues  with 
"  good  cheer  J  and  rulhed  on  the  foe  with  thatim- 
*^  petuofity  peculiar  alone  to  viftorious  Englilh- 
**  men — -your  Lordlhip  may  be  in  hourly  expec- 
*'  tation  of  the  returns.  For  particulars,  I  beg 
'*  you  refer  to  Captain  Scarecrow,  who  will  have 
*'  the  honour  to  deliver  this  my  fecond  difpatch  1 
*'  whom  I  recommend  to  your  Lordfhip's  favour 
*'  as  a  gallant  officer* 

*'  I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

*^  My  Lord,  yours,  &c. 

MUSKET  FLASHINPAN. 

Coj..  Flash,    Judicioufly  penned— ([^^j^ 
follow  me,  (Exeunt.) 

Enter 
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Enter  Commander  in  Chief  in  a  burry^ 

General.  What,  not  an  officer  to  be  fcen  ! 
This  their  viftory  has  lulled  them  to  fleep — 
Oh  !  what  are  we  now  come  to  ? — here  they  are 
— th(^e 

Enter  Colonel  FhAsmviPAiif'-^flies  to  him  over^ 
joyed. 

CoL.  Flash.  Great,  great  intelligence  !— 
The  Britifli  arms  are  crowned  with  viftory — my 
General,  I  give  you  joy — joy  to  my  country. — 
The  whole  of  the  French  army  is  taken,  and 
taken  under  my  command.  You  fee.  Sir,  the 
camp  was  not  left  without  generallhip  in  the 
abftnce 

General.  Dare  you  reproach  my  abfence. 
Sir  ?  You  and  your  brother  officers,  as  you  term 
them,  are  a  fet  of  coxcombs — ^merc  (hadows  of 
men,  of  old  Britifii  hcrocs.-*-Y6ur  viftory.  Sir, 
has  branded  yourfelves  and  the  nation  with 
difgrace. 
.  CoL.  Flash.  (Jmellstobls  bottle)  What  does 
all  this  mean  ? — Is  it  a  crime  to  conquer. 
General  ? 

General.     Sir,  this  is  a  crime,  to  be  as  ig- 
norant 
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norant  of  the  duties  of  a  Ibldier^  as  you  are  of 
your  infamous  blunders. 

CoL.  Flash.  £gad>  now  I  begin  to  fear 
Ibme  miftake  (aftde).  Sir,  I  don*t  undcrftand 
fuch  behaviour.  Sir,  to  men.  Sir,  who  have 
adorned  the  fervice. 

General.  Adorned  the  fervice  ! — adorned  ! 
— our  blades  of  fleel  are  become  trinkets  indeed. 
— ^Then  here's  your  y\&orf-^(  takes  a  paper  and 
gives  if)  read  there —  (pointing  to  a  paffage  in 
the  letter)  "  There  were  in  all  fifty  French  and 
*«  Italian  comedians,  feyenty  dancers,  fidlers,  and 
*'  as  many  more  domeftics/'  (^amazed)  There's 
your  French  army  !-~there'9  your  great  vidtory ! 
your  grfat  intelligence;  all  founded  upon  a 
paragraph  in  the  Gazetteer,  and  confirmed  by 
an  affrighted  booby.— 'Tis  well  I  came  time 
enough  to  prevent  your  difpat<;hes. 

Col.  Flash.  Indeed — upon  my  honour^ 
Sir-^'twas  indeed,  Sir-^too  niuch  caution,  an 
error  Qf  judgment.  But  yop,  you  arrived  too  late 
.rtp^he  dlfpatchcs  were  gone  off  with  the  returns. 
.  GsNBRAi.  Damn  your  returns !— Say  you 
gone  ?  did  you  fay  gone  ?— ConfuGon !  (hame  I 
eternal  fliame  ! — O  !  that  I  were  this  inftant 
placed  before  the  muzzle  of  the  foes  cannon--- 
that  I  were  hidden  from  the  eyes  of  men,— 
Well  may  reveljings,  affennWies,  abfentee  com- 
manders. 
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mafnders,  and  drowfy  Governors  be  paflfed  into 
a  law^  and  deenned  high  treafon  !— But  off  to 
juftify  n>y  conduft,  {Exeunt. ^ 


S    C    E    N    E       nil, 

The  Tew^.— Sir  Softpate  in  a  melancholy 
walk. 

Sir  Softp.  My  wife  eloped ! — myfclf  thrown 
mto  prifon  ! — I  know  not  for  what — I  am  in- 
nocent of  the  crime  of  high  treafon— -this  goes 
hard  indeed.  How  do  all  my  follies  ftart  up 
to  my  view  ! — ^ruined  in  my  eftate  ! — ruined 
in  my  friends  ! — but  neither  friends  nor  flat- 
terers now  vilit  my  misfortunes.  My  wife 
forfaken  me,  whom  I  loved  fo  well !— yes,  and 
love  her  ftill,  to  *my  torture.  Had  (he  been 
faidiful,  her  jointure  might  have  prolonged  our 
icares  in  fome  degree  of  comfort. 

Enter  Keeper. 
Keeper.     Sir,  two  gentlemen  of  the  name  of 
Sterling  and  Firmly  beg  to  fee  you. 

Sir  Softp. 
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.  Sir  Softp,  By  all  means,  pleafe  to  fliew 
them  up.  (ExU  Keeper)  This  is  kind-^but 
what  cxcufe  for  my  mifconduft  ?  Ah !  my*hcart, 
my  heart. 

Enter  Sterling  <7»^ Captain  Firmly. 

Sir  Softp.  Dare  I  approach  my  friend  ? 
may  I  now  ufe  that  name  ? — ^let  not  my  folly 
forfeit  the  claim. 

Sterling.  It  grieves  me.  Sir,  to  fee  you  in 
this  awful  dwelling.  It  is  neither  manly  nor 
generous  to  reproach  a  man  in  fufFerings — your 
imprifonment — .the  very  name  of  treafon— 
(Sir  Sofipafejlartles.) 

Sir  Softp.  O  !  Mr.  Sterling,  inform  me, 
inform  me,  what  is  it  I  have  done  ? — Keep  mc 
not  in  fufpenfe — this  will  be  tind — Oh  !  Cap- 
tain Firmly. 

Capt.  Firmly.  Come,  come.  Sir,  though 
the  tempeft  threaten  fliipwreck,  we  may  foon 
have  a  calm. 

Sir  Softp.  Indeed,  Sir,  I  am  innocent.—- 
Heaven  knows. 

Sterling.  He  is  quite  changed:  if  ex- 
tricated from  this,  he  may  yet  be  faved  (ajide). 
My^ear  nephew,  from  an  infant  have  I  known 
you  i  and  that  you  naturally  had  a  good  heart, 

till 
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till  you  gave  loofc  to  pleafurc,  and  preference 
to  exotica.  But  plotting  agatnft  the  ftate>  is 
^hat  1  think  you  incapable  of*— yet,  I  fear,  we 
have  living  inftances  of  men,  if  worthy  of  the 
name,  who  are  thus  abandoned. 

Sir  Softp.  My  uncle^  friend,  father,  you 
judge  right,  (feeing  "Tnljfy)  Ah  !  what  do  I  fee  ? 
My  confcicnce  dings  nme  I— -Trufty,  an  ii^uted, 
forfakeo-^-- 

Enter  Trusty. 

Trusty.  I  am  grieved  to  fee  ray  old  mat- 
ter's fon  within  thefe  gloomy  walls.  Be  of 
comfort,  Sir  j  all  may  yet  be  welK 

Sir  Soft  p.  Ah>  Trufty!  Trufty  !  thiais  no 
place  of  comfort  j  nor  have  I  leafon  to- 

Trusty.  Not  a  pang  ftuU  you  feel,  if  li- 
berty will  remove  it — you  are  innocent  of  this 
charge — you  are  at  liberty  to  command  thofe 
ma0y  gates  to  he  flung  (^en*  Sir  Sofcpate,  you 
are  neither  traitor  nor  prifoncr.  (all  amazed. J 

Sterlij^g.  Good  (Bid  man,  to.  have  been 
all  this  while  worsting  for  his  perfecuton 

Capt.  Firmly.  Now  be  of  good  cheer,  you 
haye  cfcaped  a  lee-flxore^  Sir  Softpate  j  you  are 
come  to  anchor  in  fmooth  water — the  enemy 
has  fheercd  off. 

Sir 
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Sir  Soptp.  My  fcnfc  of  fhamc  prevents 
utterance. 

Sterling.  Mr.  Trufty,  may  I  entreat  you, 
in  the  name  of  my  nephew,  to  unfold  this 
myftery. 

Trusty.  You  know.  Sir,  how  much  the 
kingdom  has  been  alarmed  concerning  the  land- 
ing of  the  French  troops.  Sir  Softpate  was  taken 
up  on  fufpicion  of  being  in  league  with  the 
enemy  j.  as  fome  papers  were  found  upon  them, 
by  the  officers  under  the  command  of  Colonel 
plaihinpan,  dirqfting  thofe  troops  to  the  pro- 
teftion  of  Sir  Softpate.  Colonel  Flafliinpan, 
being  unafccuftomed  to  conqueft,  and  overjoyed 
with.fo  great  a  viftory,  fent  inftant  difpatches 
to  town  of  the  captured  army,  before  he  had 
received  proper  intelligence  from  the  officers 
who  commanded  the  expedition.-*— But  it  has 
fince  appeared,  that  thofe  taken  were  not  fol- 
diers — but  a  troop  of  French  comedians,'  fid- 
lers,  Italian  fingers,  dancers,  and  domeflics,  to 
the  ufe  of  Sir  Softpate,  to  the  amount  of  two 
hundred  and  upwards,  men  and  women. 

Sterling  and  Capt.  Firmly,  {laugh)  This 
aS  truly  ridiculous. 

Sir  Softp.     Ah !   what  am  I   come   to  ? ' 
what  will  the  nation  come  to  ?     O  !  that  I  was 
this  inftant  reduced— ——fhameful  abfurdity! 

4  My 
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My  liberty  however,  in  confcquencc  of  what 
you  have  told  me,  would  at  any  other  time  be 
very  agreeable — but  my  conduft  and  my  debts, 
Trufty,  take  ofF  the  relifh,  and  point  out  fomc 
other  prifon.  I  know  of  forty  thoufand  pounds 
that  muft  be  paid  immediately. — Not  an  acre 
under  my  name  Ihall  remain  unifold— not  a 
fhilling  ihall  remain  unpaid  ;  if  that  won't  do, 
this  body  fhall  be  ftiut  up  in  prifon,  from  the 
fight  of  men  and  the  light  of. Heaven. 

Trusty.  The  blood  of  Trueman  ftill  runs 
in  his  veins — I  feel  young  again — my  heart  is 
all  joy  (afide).  Sir  Softpate,  I  -can  no  longer 
withhold  from  you  your  lawful  right.  A  favour 
is  never  fo  valuable,  as  when  'tis  really  wanted. 
Here,  Sir  Softpate,  I  deliver  you  this  key,  as  it 
was  given  me  by  your  virtuous  father,— Take 
care  of  it — it  will  convey  you  to  fifty  thoufand 
pounds,  which  remain  undiminilhed  fince  un- 
der my  care;  you  ought  to  have  enjoyed  it 
before — but,  pardon  me.  Sir,  I  thought  of  the 
two,  that  Trufty  was  the  better  fteward. 

Sir  Sottp.  My  friend  !  {embraces)  I  de- 
ferved  all  your  hatred,  and  you  give  me  a  proof 
of  fuch  friendlhip.— Oh !  Trufty. 

Capt.  Firmly.  I  give  you  joy.  Sir :  I  told 
you  we  (hould  foon  make  the  land,  and  arrive 
fafe  at  our  moorings.     Egad,  I  wifh  a  Trufty 

were 
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vice^  poor  old  Eagta^d  ffO^i  ;4^«  w^^<^  ^ 
ftoFHi^  aFind  b^ing  co  life  t*]^e  /m^itjiered  kwe}. 

Stehlino.  My  dear  Ib^pliewy  ^om^  my,  fau}  I 
rejoice  with  yo^^t  this^eytraoFdiaary  deliverance^ 
(^ointin^  to  *!trt^y  Gencrouji  old  man  !r-:Real 
konou^  Tq^itis  xq  hz!^i  made  it's  a]^ea|:anGe  o1^, 
fearth*  Trufty>  witlt  iiich  a  foul,  you  n^eed  nq^ 
(rnvy  the  pomp  of  grandeur,  or  ^  the  pride  ofi 
kings.  -I: 

Tri*stv»  Ql^J^lpmeJC^thi*€ondc£ce^^I^c)n  to 
praife,  is  a  kipdnefi  Ineyer  ai^ircd  to  f  but  i^ 
fiow  calls  for  my  warmci):  thinks,  t  hop^  I 
Ibaye  doofi  what  is  fight  \  X  thiiak>  I  otight  thu^ 
to  have  liftene4  to  both  coafcience  and  reafon* 
Sir  Sofq^ate,  I  o^can  to  a{)c  otie  favour  of  you. 

Sir  Softp,.  Trufty,  1  am  all  your's— com**, 
tna^d  mt* 

Trvstv.  Wdli  Sir,  dare  1  mention  the 
name  pf  L^dy  Ti?iemaa  without  offence  ?  {Sk 
Sofipate  ftoris),  penzu(  an  old  fervant  to  bq  a- 
jddedrator. 

Sir  SoFTfe.  Ah !  Trufty,  I  fear  it  is  too  late 
-^&e  has  left  mc« 

Trusty.  Noi  Sir,  £he  Is  this  moment. ai^ 
ytn^r  houlb. 

Sir  SoRtP.  Heavenly  hearing!  {afsdgyS^f 
y<Hi  at  mf  houfe  ?  (iW¥^i^  agitated.) 

H  h  Trusty. 
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Trusty.   Yes,  Sir— her  diflrcfs,  her  anguilh/ 
h^  repentance^  call  for  inftant  reconciliation. 

Sir  Softp.  Oh !  were  I  not  to  find  a  cold 
ipoufc,  this  inftant  would  I  fly. 

TRtTsTy.  I  can't  entertain  fo  mean  an  opinion 
of  Lady  Trueman.  But  youth,  beauty,  and 
deluding  art«-flie.  Sir,  like  you,  has  been  at 
Pafisj  tlie  favourite  rhignet  that  attrafts  the 
ftcrlirig  ore,  but  dcbafes  it  by  the  uhnatural 
alloy;^ 

Sir  Softp.  Tell  me,  Triifty,  how  Ihe  re- 
turned?— Oh!  (greatly  n^iiaied.) 

TrustV    - As'Lord  Modely  was  ufing  his  art  J 

to  cohvdy  her  off,   he  irtiprudently  made  her  | 

acquainted  if\t\i  ^our  imprifonmentiiiiinftantljr  I 

hei-  former  tendeliieft  re-kihdled  in  her  bofom  I 

•^— fhc  railed  oh  y6ur  name  with  tears  j  and  af- 
fured  Lord  Modely  that  fhe  would  fooner  die, 
than  abandon  you  in  your  diftrefs.  '  As  he  was 
going  to  ufe  vidence,  providentially  Mr.  Eng- 
Hfli  p^fiirig  by  the  carriage,  hfearihg  the  cries, 
flew  to  the  coach — found  Lady  Trueman  faint- 
ing— ^threatened  Lord  Modely  with  inftant  death 
if  he  did  not  defift  ^  and  immediately  reconveycd 
her  Ladyfhip  to  her  owithoufc/  *     - 

Sir  Softp.  (to  Sterling)  The  hardened  vil- 

laih  !^how  I'deteft  my  own  ddniyft  I— how  hew, 

how  ftrange  '.rfocs ''  all  this  apjfear !    BXit  kt'm« 

-   V.  :r  .   .:  bid 
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^bid  adieu  to   this   manfion>   and  prepare  for 
that  happinefs,  whjch  I  never  yet  knew 

Honour's  greats  when  once  we  know  it ; 
T^utl  O  \  how  few  are  thofe  that  fhew  it.    "' 


S    C    E    ISf    E      35. 

Sir  Softpate  and  TuAJ^y  Thueman, 

Sir  Softp.  .  I  give^  you  my  word,  my  dear 
'  Lady  Trueman,  that  I  (hall  never  recapitulate^ 
or  give  you  one  moment's  uneafinefsi*  I  have 
been  inat ten tiv.e.-*-We have  been  both  to  blame; 
-and  of  the  two,  I  confefs  myfelf  the  moft 
guilty — I  had  neither  philofophy  nor  experience 
equal  to  my  fortune. 

Lady  Truem.  Your  generous  and  ready 
Ibrgivenefs  fliall  for  ever  live  in  my  me- 
mory, and  I  give  you  my  honour,  I  fhall 
never  reproach  you  with  thefumsyou  have 
engaged  in  for  Lady  Modely — Art  will  ever 
H  h  a  ^     gee 
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get  the  better  of  inexperience*   (^on  her  kne^j") 
O !  Trueman,  add  to  my  happincfs,  by  being 
perfuaded  tdut  all  i^  welL^-^TJxat  artful^  mean 
villain^  Lord  Modely   was  &nftna4:f d  ia   his 
defires  $  Heaven  has  defeated  his  foul  defigns. 

Sir  Softp.  Rife— let  me  clafp  thee  in  my 
arms,  and  let  this  for  ever  feal  our  happincfe, 
(kijes)  Now  let  our  hearts  be  reunited  i  and 
experience  teach  us,  that  the  love  ifbr  tinfel  and 
flattery  begets  mifery  and  ruin.— Ha !  Sterling, 
Firmly  and 


Enfer  Sterling,  Firmly  and  Nancy* 

Sterling,  I  am  overjoyed  to  find  your 
Ladyihip  fo  well  recovered,  and  you.  Sir, 
happy. 

Capt.  Firmly.  So  am  I,  upon  my  foul ;  a 
foe  is  never  fo  terrible  as  when  he  invades  the 
realms  of  matrimony.— My  brother  Modely 
has  adted  a  part  that  makes  me  difglaim  him. 

Nancy.  O!  Firmly,  his  difappointments 
and  (hame  are  punUhments  enough  for  him  s  be 
at  leaft  reconciled. 

Capt.  Firmly.  1  would  fooner  fuffer  the 
-difgrace  to  be  taken  by  a  Frenchman  of  equal 
force,    than  be  reconciled  with  him  and  his 

Frenchified 
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iFrchchified  Lady  5  wTio  arc  both,  zs  much  loft 
to  honour,  as  the  copying  of  French  manners 
lias  httti  prejudicial  to  my  brother  officers. 
Pardon  me,  my  Nancy,  they  had  nearly  de- 
prived me  df  you  i  Vhich,  by  Helavens  I  hold 
tnote  valuable  than  all  the  captures  !  have  made* 

Kawc t  .  \  havC'done  -,  your  cohduft  towards 
me Expreffions  her«  fail  me  ! 

Lady  TRtrtlw.  Nanty,  I  give  you  joy;  I 
fee  Captain  Firmly*s  intentions,  Mr.  Firmly, 
I  hope  you'll  be  happy  iti  your  choice  t— Her 
little  fortune  addfcd  to  yours,  'twill  be  a  juft  re- 
ward to  your  conftancy  and  her  vcrtue. 

Sx^RtiNO.  Now  all  paft  troubles  and  dit- 
ficulties  arc  likely  to  end  fortunately :  but  her« 
«;pme3  THE  MAN  OF  HONOUR, 


^EmerTKvsTY-r-pvef  Bank  Notes  to  Sir  Softfate^ 

TjiusTY.  Here  is  the  half-year's  dividend 
on  the  fifty  thpufand  pounds  I  had  depofited 
in  the  bank : — And  may  the  principal  be  the 
means  of  healing  the  wounds  in  your  eftatei 
and*  prevent  Jews  and  fuch  unlawful  traders 
from  differing  thofe  fertile  paftures,  and  rob- 
bing nature  of  her  luxuriant  branches.  Madam^^ 
^r.  Englifli  and  Sophia  came  hither  with  mc» 

*  '     •  and 
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and  would  fain  give  you  joy  on  your  pfefent 
happinefs. 

Sir  Soft.  O!  Trufty^  your  wOfd^  pcne^ 
trate  my  foul. 

Lady  Truem.  Mr.  Trufty,  your  condu<9: 
charms  me  j  I  hope  to  be  inftrumental  in  their 
felicity.  Who  waits  there  ?  (enUr  Servant)  Shew 
in  Mr.  Englifli  and  Sophia. 

Ster ling.  Mr.  Englifli  deferyes  all  his  good 
fortune. 

Lapy  Truem.  Sir,  lam  happy^^  and  affuie 
you,  would  with  to  fliew  all.  my  gratitude  at  tl^ 
fight  of  my  deliverer. 

^»/^r  Jack  English /^»^  Sophia. 

Sir  Softp.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  Jadk,  ani 
happy  to  find  you  and  your  fair  friend  fo  eafy  in 
your  circumftances. 

Jack  Eng.  Thank  you.  Sir,  for  your  kind 
wifties-T-I  Ihould  have  taken  the  liberty  of  paying 
my  refpeds  before^  but  I  apprehended  my 
conduft  at  your  houfe  in  Pari§  was  of  a  natui;c 
fp  offenfive,  that- 

Sir  Softp.     On  the  contrary,  Englifli,  yo;u 

afted  in  charafter — Your  refentment  was  not  the 

<ffeft  of  hoarded  malice;  'twas  manly— rand  your 

goodnefs  to  Lady  Trueman,   and  gencrpfity  ^o 

I  *  my 
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A  ^  COM  E  ©  y.  47t     * 

my  friend  TrUfty,  (hall  never  be  erafed  fixmi  t;his 
bofom.  -* 

Lady  Truem.    Wdl,  Sophii,  this  agreeablfe    * 
Change  in  your  affairs,  makes  me  exceedingly 
happy :  t  hope  foon  to  addrefs  you  under  the        •*'4» 
name   of  Englifh  j    and  be  perfuaded,  that  I         .»| 
ihall  look  upon  Mr.  Englifli*s  wife  as  my  beft 
companion.  ^^         ? 

Sophia.     Madam,  you  do  me  the  greateft-    '  '^  ^ 
honour :  I  hope  my  conduft  will  be  fuch  as 
ndt  to  nqserit  difpleafure. 

Sir  Softp.    Allow  me  to  be  inftrumental  to     ^ 
your  felicity,     (joining  the  hands  of  Nancy  and  |, 

Firmly i  then  Sophia  and  Englijh.)      This  almofl: 
pompleats  our  general  happinefe. 

Capt.  ipiRMLY.     Now  my  fheets  fwell  high,       J 
never,    never  did  a  more  aufpicious  gale  fill 
them.     I  long  have  wifhed  to  be  yard-arm,  and  . 
yard-arm,  and  well  moored  in  the  port  of  wed- 
lock. 

Sir  SoFTP.  I  hope  each  of  you  has  a  treasure. 

Lady  Truem.     And  bids  fair  for  happinefs. 

Sir  Softp.     My  friends,  you  have  aflifted^^ 
tb  extricate  me  from  thoft  paft  troubles :  Every*^ 
countenance  that  furrounds  me,  feems  to  par-;* 
tike  of  my  felicity.     May  my  imprudent  cohi 
du£t  prove  exemplary  to  my  country — I  prefer*d. 
foe»  to  friends,  and  folly  to  friendfhip-^rhert'jt;! 
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^  -»l>c  an  imitatidn  of  the  paittem.yoii  har^  fee 
me:  For ;ri  jqqUj^wI  have  j:calljr  found  that  un- 
common charaacr,> A  MAN  OF  HONOUR* 

•  Asa  fmall  compenfation  for  what  you  have  done^ 
I  beg  you  will  accept  of  three  hundred  pounds 

#  *     a  ycafj  for  lif^  i  aiwl  Tet  me  uAreatryou  to  be  re- 
.  ySsf^  inftatcd,  not  only  as  the  guardian  of  my  fortune^ 

g0tJgp^^  as  my  companion.    Let  all  my  old  fervants 
'        ,  j^    be  reftqredjo  J^eir  rcfpeftiye  occupation^  v  and 
'  NP""]?  d3mifs>  irt^ntly  difmifs  Apfe  French^  with  the 

»  :    -       paymcmt^if  onejyearVwage^r  "    "^    *^ 

yf^^      TRuJbry^.  'Now  I  fee,  I  feear  my  old  mafter 

yJE  ^^-^^  ^  Sif--^gratitude— the  tide  of  joy  iwells-^ 

[  ^  y\t  hinders  utterance,  ^  -*— « 

\  f*^''^rR.SoFTP.    My  frtcrid  Trdfty,  ivithout  yod 

^^^  Urhat  had  become  of  me  f  Hence^  let  unexpe- 

^  *         »      ncnced  yoiich  learn  to  know^  what  \%  Valuable, 

*rhat  is  honourable^  before  they  enter  the  giddy 

maze  of  life:  and  that  Britifh  patriotifm  is  a$ 

*  neceflary  .to  a  Britiih  conftitutiop^  as  ft«rling 
c^:HCuftoms  ajlone  are  congenial  withfterlinglibetty^ 

^^'^  The  folid  happinefs  of  life  beloV^. 

}  'Springs  not  from  gaudy  pomp  or  tinfel  ihew  i 
^^,  The  vain  parade  that  gloffes  o'er  our  piide, 
^ffcjfcoriceals  the  void  where  honour  can*t  ^^de^ 
goCHonour,  that  mufi)roQm^vir$ue  of  our  ftag^    . 

)^  Tho^fcarcc  one  Trtjsty  ftarts  up  in  an  agp* 
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